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BOOK ONE 




CHAPTER ONE 


A S Ida Elisabeth walked the few steps from the door of 
the clinic to the taxi she had a feeling that the night which 
hung high over the town was impenetrably dark and dense. 
The yellow light which fell upon the swept-up heaps of snow 
along the street seemed to leak out from under a heavy lid of 
darkness. On the opposite side of the street there were shop 
windows lighted up, but above them the house-fronts rose with 
only a feeble glimmer here and there behind drawn blinds. 
Down the middle of the street ran glittering tram-lines, and 
above them hung a row of pearly white electric lamps, shedding 
a bluish gleam on the darkness around them. The town lay 
as it were at the bottom of a cauldron ; the white mountains 
surrounding it were just visible through the darkness, with little 
specks of light in the houses on their slopes. But then came 
black night, abysmal and frost-bound. The stars must be 
shining, she guessed, but one could not see them down here in 
the lighted street. 

One of the nurses who followed her out handed her the boy 
in his bundle of wraps, while the other disposed her baggage 
in front by the driver. And then she drove off with Kalleman 
in her lap. Fleeting lights from one side or the other glanced 
across her in the dark taxi, and the impression she had got on 
coming out remained with her — that all this artificial light was 
as it were at the bottom of a well, and overhead brooded the 
night, vast and heavy. 

The weather was clear, calm and bitingly cold. The clatter 
on the quay rang so terribly sharp over the frozen paving-stones. 
Chains shrieked loud and crudely, wheels grated so harshly as 
lorries drove on or pulled up. Voices on the quayside and the 
shouts of the crew on board sounded as if everyone had a cold 
in the head. Along the edge of the quay stood all the people 
who were seeing friends off, talking loudly and shouting up to 
the deck. No one had come to say good-bye to her — ^but then 
Aslaug had let her know beforehand ; she hoped to get a job 

3 



IDA ELISABETH 

this evening, to take the place of a friend who played in a caf6. 
And now she knew nobody in this town but Aslaug— nobody 
she cared about anyhow. 

It gave her a grateful feeling to come below deck ; the light 
was so tranquil, and then there was that steamer smell, stagnant 
and snug, as though it was never aired except a little at a time 
and no more than was necessary. Oh, all the old smells that 
hung about these cabins— fat, oily smells and suggestions of 
tobacco smoke and the fames of beer and the odour of dust in 
plush sofas. And a faint, indefinite smell which made her think 
of voyages in boisterous weather, with sea-sick passengers and 
the sound of heavy seas around the boat and lamps jingling and 
crockery getting smashed. Ida Elisabeth was always cheered 
by this strange atmosphere — ^it must have been a relic of the 
days when she was a little girl ; then of course she had always 
been half-crazy with joy when she went on board one of these 
boats that was to take her to Vallerviken for her holidays . Though 
it was long enough in all conscience since she had had anything 
to make her cheerful when she took this voyage. Dead against 
all common sense, however, the old happy excitement reasserted 
itself the moment she boarded one of the local boats. 

The stewardess greeted her familiarly and inquired how the 
operation had turned out — ^it warmed Ida Elisabeth and made 
her feel happy. And now a lovely fresh smell of frying beef- 
steaks was wafted down the alley-way ; she discovered how 
fearfully hungry she was. There was always such a delightful 
supper on board this boat ; now she would have a really good 
feed. All the time she was in town she had been as economical 
as possible, not knowing how much the doctor’s bill and the 
stay at the clinic would come to. But the doctor had been 
extremely reasonable — ^and so kind and attentive to Kalleman ; 
the boy had been looked after as if he had been a prince. 

The dazzling light in the little white cabin hurt her eyes, but 
she liked it all the same ; it was so motionless, calm and steady. 
Ugh ! both the other berths were taken ; they were full of baggage. 

—just like a prince,” she murmured, and kissed the boy’s 
cheek ; it was so white and so soft and still cool from the fresh 
air. But now little Kalleman is going home with his mamma, 
yes, he is, now Kalleman and mamma are going to be together 

again all the time The boy showed no particular sign of 

gladness, or indeed of any interest at all. Poor child, no doubt 
he was tired, and still pretty weak. 
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She sat down on the edge of his bunk and unwrapped him 
from his rugs and shawls. Better to put him to bed before 
there was any motion of the boat. The nurse had dressed 
him for the night and changed his bandage before they left the 
clinic. 

“ Kalleman ! Kalleman — have you quite forgotten mamma 

? ” She cautiously hugged the boy to her. Aren’t 

we just a tiny bit glad to be back with mummie again ? ” At 
that he showed the faintest of smiles. Oh, how small and yellow 
his face had grown inside all the w^hite gauze bandages. And 
now Kalleman shall have some milk — ^lovely num-num milk ! ” 
— ^she got out the bottle and the cup and the bag of bananas. 

‘‘ Beg pardon ! ” Ida Elisabeth looked up. Two quite young 
girls in fur coats had come in ; they filled up all the little space 
between the berths. “ Why yes, it’s Fru Braato ! ” 

After a moment it dawned on Ida Elisabeth that they were 
the eldest daughter of Herr Meisling of the iodine works at 
Rostesund and her cousin, who lived with them. “ Oh, isn’t 
he good ? ” they said both at once, and “ tit-tit ” they said as 
they hung up their coats and were told that Kalleman had had 
an operation on his ear ; yes, it had been serious enough, and 
no, he wasn’t the eldest, she had a little girl who was older, 
and now they were living at Berfjord. Ida Elisabeth did not 
ask them any questions, and Cecilie Meisling powdered her face 
in front of the glass, saying something about meeting presently 
in the saloon. With that the girls dashed out again. 

Ida Elisabeth stayed behind. She was sitting very uncomfort- 
ably, bent forward under the upper berth. Now the water was 
roaring round the propeller, little vibrations ran through the 
boat, and then the sea began swashing and gurgling along the 
ship’s side. She heard people going into the saloon, there was 
a clatter of plates and cups. But she would have to sit with 
Kalleman until he fell asleep. 

For that matter she had no desire to meet people she knew. 
And these Meislings too — they were so superior ; everybody 
said that about them. Not that they gave you that impression 
when you met them. But they kept to themselves and scarcely 
mixed with other people on the fjord. Fru Meisling was English 
too, a sister of Oxley who had founded the iodine works. And 
then the Oxleys were Catholics. She remembered how sarcastic 
their schoolmaster, Myking, had been because Ciss Meisling and 
Cecilie Oxley were not to take religion with the other children, 
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the year they were living at the doctor’s in Vallerviken to attend 
the grammar school. “ The Two Sicilies,” as he called them. 

She had not seen that this was meant for a joke. As far as 
that went, a good many of her schoolfellows had not seen it 
either. But it was always at her and Frithjof that Myking’s 
caustic remarks were aimed. “ Any jocular dlusion of an his- 
torical or geographical nature is lost upon Elisabeth Andst and 
Frithjof Braato, for excellent reasons.” 

She could not bear to sit any longer doubled up on the hard 
edge of the bunk. Standing in front of the little mirror she 
put her hair straight and pulled her travelling-hat over it again. 
Her face no longer seemed to be an3rthing at all — except ordinary : 
narrow, colourlessly fair, with fading eyes. There was no longer 
any lustre in her hair, it was a greyish cinder colour, and even 
her curls were strangely dead and inert when she tried to coax 
them out under her hat. Ida Elisabeth looked at her reflection 
seriously, without a sigh — ^merely noted the fact that so it was. 
And it was not many years since she had been very pretty — 
at least as pretty as Ciss Meisling. Ciss had turned out pretty 
— ^much more so than she promised as a child. The other had 
always been charming. 

They must be eighteen or nineteen now. For she herself 
was four-and-twenty. She and Frithjof were in the top class 
the year they entered the school. 

She and Frithjof. As far back as their schooldays the talk 
had always been of Ida Elisabeth and Frithjof. Though she 
hardly thought she had liked him even then. On the contrary, 
it had felt doubly humiliating ; she had felt her exclusion even 
more for being excluded in Frithjof’s company. He looked as 
if he never washed properly, and he couldn’t see that he was 
only laughed at by his schoolfellows for his bragging. No, 
Myking could safely make fools of her and Frithjof — ^the school- 
fees were not often paid for either of them. Then as now the 
Braatos were badly off, but that did not worry Frithjof’s father 
the least ; he only cared for his violin. And everybody knew 
all about her father 

She and Frithjof must have been predestined to share their 
ill fortunes. 

After having supper Ida Elisabeth climbed up to the promenade 
deck. 

It was lovely to feel the current of air which tugged and sang 
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in the rigging as the boat steadily made for the open sea in the 
calm night. Not so frightfully cold either. Thank goodness 
they had such fine weather ; she had been rather anxious about 
travelling with Kalleman so soon after his operation ; it might 
not have done him any good if they had come in for bad weather. 

They were already far out. As her eyes accustomed them- 
selves to the darkness she began to distinguish things. The 
sea was as smooth as glass, the waves made by the ship glittered 
feebly in the gleams of light from the ports as they foamed and 
rippled past the side ; up in the rigging himg the little lanterns 
shining calmly. The masts pointed up into the black star- 
strewn sky ; the thick smoke that poured out of the funnel drifted 
almost straight aft. And the old absurd happy feeling of her 
childhood bubbled up in her again in spite of all, that she was 
walking here on deck and loolmg at the night through which 
the ship bore her lights, and looking out across the black sea : 
it was a living, bri^t darkness, full of presentiment, but over 
there, where the land lay, the gloom was dense and as it were 
piled up — and the sky 

There were northern lights in the north-west too — not very 
strong, but an arch of whitish glimmer, just enough to make 
the moxmtain ridge stand out clearly against the pale stretch of 
sky. Ida Elisabeth plunged her chin into her fur collar, buried 
her hands deep in her coat pockets and began to walk up and 
down the deck. 

Someone was talking on the other side of the saloon skylight. 
And the answer came : 

“ Yes, but I shanH be able to sleep, I’m sure of that. And 
then that nasty smell, of iodoform or whatever it is they use on 
those dressings— just like being in a hospital ” 

Ida Elisabeth turned scarlet in the darkness. Defiantly she 
tossed her head : surely one was allowed to travel by boat with 

a sick child even if a couple of spoilt brats But it hadn’t 

occurred to her that it could upset anyone 

She tramped harder on the deck, swung round and marched 
back on the starboard side. Against the skylight she caught 
sight of two red gleams in the darkness — ^so they were smoking 
cigarettes, the young ladies. There were no chairs on the top 
deck at this time of year, so they must have had them brought 
up expressly. Oh yes, they knew how to make themselves 
comfortable. 

It was more sheltered here all the same, still as the night 
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was. Ida Elisabeth halted by the rail. They were nearly at 
the mouth of the fjord now ; the islands were quite low. The 
northern lights appeared like a calm, broad arch, faintly reflected 
in the water. And above the arch at its western end was a great 
star shining brightly. 

“ Fru Braato — won’t you sit here ? ” It was Cecilie Oxley 
who came up to her. Ciss Meisling had said that about Kalleman . 

“ Thanks, but I’m going below in a moment.” 

The other girl now came up : 

Isn’t it fine ? Oh, I think it’s lovely to be back at home — 
for there’s no place so beautiful as Norway after all ! I wonder 
what star that is — is it Venus, do you think, Cecilie ? ” 

“ Venus, no — that can’t be up yet — ^it can’t be Venus we see 
there. — ^Do you know what star it is, Fru Braato ? ” asked Cecilie 
Oxley. 

“ No idea. I know nothing at all about stars.” 

“ One might really imagine it was the star,” said Ciss Meisling 
wistfiilly. “ The one that guided the wise men of the east, I 
mean. That must be frightfully romantic, don’t you think ? 
For they must have been a terribly long time on the journey. 
A whole year perhaps, they may easily have been as long as 
that on the way, so I’ve read. Even if we keep Epiphany only 
a fortnight after Christmas Eve, I’ve always thought Twelfth 
Night was such a lovely festival — ^for one seems to be so full of 
longing when one thinks of that about the star 

Twelfth Night — ^it had not occurred to Ida Elisabeth till now, 
but, of course, it was Twelfth Night to-night. — To travel and 
travel after a star which showed one the way somewhere. Ah, 
if one only could. With a sick, failing sensation in her tired 
heart she felt for a moment that she too was filled with longing, 
as little Ciss Meisling put it. 

Oh, you ! ” Cecilie Oxley laughed indulgently. “ But I 
expect we ought to go below and turn in now, Ciss, it’s late 


“ Oh, those American verses that Sunniva Aarstad translated, 
I think they were so pretty. Positively charming ! ” The girl 
began to declaim them under her breath, with a good deal of 
sentiment : 


Melchior brings Him heavy gold. 
(All I have for you 
Is the gold mist-ring the moon 
Thrusts her finger through.) 
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‘‘ Frankincense from Balthazar. 

(Can I make you know 

How the blue smoke curls above 

Flames upon the snow?) 

Out from Gaspares scarlet sleeve 
Comes the box of myrrh. 

(O precious is the bitterness 
Of memories astir I) ^ 

The three women stood for a moment looking out into the 
night towards the northern lights and the bright star over the 
mouth of the fjord. 

“ No, I’ll have to go below and see to my little boy,’^ said 
Ida Elisabeth. 

Kalleman was sound asleep. Ida Elisabeth got out the detec- 
tive novel that Aslaug had given her to read on the voyage. 
She seated herself in the saloon with it — there was not a soul 
there. So she drew up her feet under her on the sofa, pre- 
pared really to enjoy it all — the warmth and the soft plush sofa, 
the faint jingling of the lamps, the steamboat elegance which 
roused distant memories of holidays and freedom and comfort 
from the days when she was a child. 

But scarcely had she gone a dozen pages into ‘‘ The Murder 
in the Swimming-Bath ” when the girls appeared. In fur coats 
and with their arms full of plaids — who couldn’t sit on deck and 
get romantic about stars ? 

Would you like to go to bed first, Fru Braato, or shall we ? 
For there’s only room for one of us to undress at a time.” 

Ida Elisabeth would rather wait till the last. Whereupon the 
girls went to the cabin and got rid of their wraps, but then they 
came back. Ciss Meisling offered her candy from an enormous 
box — and so they stayed sitting and chatting. 

Ida Elisabeth remained reticent — ^suspicious. They’ve set 
themselves to be nice, she thought. She had never asked anyone 
to be nice to her — or to pity her. 

Without being asked Ciss Meisling informed her that they 
had been in England, first a year in a convent school and then 
a year with their Grandmother Oxley. She chattered on and on 
and irritated Ida Elisabeth unspeakably with her enthusiasm. 
She had stupid sky-blue child’s eyes — was altogether dollishly 
pretty with a milk-white, finely freckled skin, cherry lips and 

^ By Mary H. Dwyer ; printed, with kind permission, from America, 
December zo, 1930. 
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reddish-golden curls. An angel off a Christmas tree — ^if any 
angels are shingled, that is. 

Ida Elisabeth broke into the middle of her flood of words, 
turning to the cousin : How is your mother, Froken Oxley ? 
She felt somehow prompted to show her teeth, for she guessed 
that this was a sore point with Cecilie Oxley. People had said 
all kinds of things, she had heard, about Fru Oxley and that 
engineer, Naeser, whom she had married such a very short time 
after Oxley’s death, and she had let her daughter stay behind 
with her uncle and aunt at Rostesund when she moved to Oslo 
with her new husband. 

And sure enough, Ciss Oxley blushed. It suited her charm- 
ingly for that matter, making her look enviably pretty with her 
light grey eyes and her face which was usually quite dark — ^she 
had long black eyelashes, a brownish skin and raven-black hair. 

But she answered with calm civility : quite well, thank you. 
They had just come from Oslo, had been staying with her mother 
for Christmas. Yes, she and Naeser had two children, fine little 
boys. 

Ciss Meisling went on and on with her pratde — ^how topping 
it was in London, and how kind Grandma Oxley was, and what 
a splendid time they had had with the Ursulines. Mother this 
and Mother that and Mother so-and-so — she couldn’t say which 
of them was the sweetest. 

“ But in heaven’s name ! ” said Ida Elisabeth contemptuously ; 

how many mothers were there at that institution of yours ? ” 

“ Well, among the Ursulines all the nuns who take charge of 
children are called mothers,” explained Ciss Meisling. 

What ridiculous nonsense ! But that’s how it is when 
people try to set themselves up against nature. Of course, they 
have exactly the same passions as all the rest of us, and so the 
whole crowd of these old maids get themselves called mother 
by other folks’ children. Foh ! ” 

It’s not like that,” said Cecilie Oxley, blushing again. In 
the case of some of them they have a call for it. And that’s 
not so strange either, if you think for a moment. When one 
sees how egotistical many people become through family ties 
and all that — one can understand that merely as a set-off God 
chooses certain ones to be all to all. In such a way that they 
feel that they cannot bind themselves more closely to anyone 

than they are bound to all those who need them Her 

face was now perfectly crimson and she stopped dead. 
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‘‘ Oh, that takes some believing ! We^re all made alike, 
aren^t we ? with the same natural passions — don’t think it’s 
much use any of us trying to go beyond that.” 

If I believed it was so ! Ciss Meisling’s blue eyes sparkled 
with anger — then I don’t know what I should do I Go straight 
up and jump into the sea, at the very least ! ” 

Ciss, dear ! ” said her cousin, aghast. 

“ Oh, bosh. Just wait till you fall in love, my child,” said 
Ida Elisabeth, 

“ Thank you ! If I may be allowed to wait till I fall in love, 
then If I can wait as long as that^ I may just as well re- 

nounce it for good and all, if there is One I love, whom perhaps 
you don’t believe in — ^I don’t know anj^hing about that. But 
He had neither house nor home. Fancy if I never fell in love 
with any man — there are masses of women who never meet 
anyone they can fall in love with ; but simply because it’s sup- 
posed to be so humiliating they try to imagine they are in love 
with somebody 

Ida Elisabeth laughed scornfully. 

It’s much more likely to be nature asserting itself and play- 
ing them a trick, my dear Froken Meisling. And there we are, 
caught in the trap.” 

‘‘ Yes, if one has such beliefs as that ! ” The girl’s voice was 
icy with contempt. “ Then of course one has to put up with 
anything nature may do. Even if it plays one a trick with a 
rank loafer or a regular cad.” 

Ciss ! ” whispered Cecilie Oxley in terror. 

There was a silence which was positively appalling. Both the 
girls scarlet in the face, Ida Elisabeth felt as though paralysed. 
— Ciss Meisling stole a glance at her, shy and ashamed, her 
eyes glistening with tears — ^and for a horrible instant Ida Elisabeth 
thought she was going to beg her pardon — ^and then she would 
certainly have flown at her and given her a sound box on the 
ears. 

But Ciss simply sat there looking miserable. Then Cecilie 
Oxley murmured that it must be getting late — there was a clock 
over the sideboard right in front of all their eyes, surely the 
child could see it. “ Good night,” whispered both the girls 
and slipped out, as though they had pains in their stomachs or 
in their consciences. 

And her fury boiled up in Ida Elisabeth — ^she felt bursting 
with it. If only she could have taken the two loathsome young 
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hussies by the neck and shaken them like a pair of kittens — 
banged the two sanctimonious little fools one against the other. 
— Oh, they were cruel, cruel, as cruel as only children could be. 

Ida Elisabeth lay in the narrow lower berth with the boy asleep 
in the crook of her arm. The darkness was so stifiingly warm 
down here in the cabin, the child’s body made her hot, and the 
smell of the bandages round his head sickened her after a while. 
She was wondering if she dared crawd up and get into the upper 
berth for an hour or two — Plater on ; just at present she could 
not let Kalleman lie by himself, as the boat was pitching a good 
deal in the long swell : they were outside the skerries now. 

Cautiously and with mournful tenderness she hugged the 
child closer. O God, yes — ^when she brought him to town, so 
long as his life was at stake, she had felt, oh, if she were to lose 
one of her children she would surely go mad with grief. But 
now as she lay here holding him in her arm she could not help 
thinking of a play she had once seen when she w^as a little girl — 
about a Greek lady named Medea, who took the lives of both 
her children on realizing what kind of man their father was. 
Now she could understand that. 

Though Kalleman — oh, she was not so sure that Kalleman 
was the least like Frithjof. He had always been so sweet, so 
quiet and good, and so fond of her — ever since he was no more 
than a few months old he had seemed able to show her that he 
knew he was her own little boy. Solvi was far more egoistic — 
but then she was so small. But she was like her father. With 
just the same apish liveliness that Frithjof had shown as a child. 
And in those days people had taken it to be a sign that he had 
talent. 

No doubt she had thought the same herself, sometimes, at 
any rate, or at least she had persuaded herself to think so. If 
she and Frithjof were to be made sort of scapegoats, it was a 
kind of consolation to believe that this was because he in any 
case was too gifted to feel at ease in that stupid school. 

It seemed to her now that it must have been something of 
the sort that had made her accept the situation, when Fridijof 
first tried to chum with her, the spring they were to be con- 
firmed. He wanted them to be sweethearts. That was the 
time when he was so keen on playing the violin — ^in the beginning 
it was so that she might hear him play that he insisted on going 
off with her and hiding in outhouses or away in the fields. He 
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had learnt with astonishing rapidity to play a few pieces quite 
decently. And when he stood like that, young and weedy, 
almost with a grown-up look, holding the fiddle against his 
cheek with a white handkerchief stuck in between, just like a 
proper violinist, when he swayed his body and kept flinging his 
long fair hair off his forehead, while his fingers played so nimbly 
and delicately on the strings — why, then no doubt she believed, 
because she wished to believe, all his fantasies about becoming 
a great artist and bringing all Europe to his feet, as he used to 
say. 

She thought him handsome when he was playing — ^and she 
had made the discovery that she herself had grown pretty. 
Much, much prettier than any of the other girls she knew. 

Perhaps she was going to be a beauty She could positively 

fall in love with her own image as she stood in front of the 
glass combing her fair hair, throwing it forward over her breast 
and shoulders and holding a string of beads across her forehead 
or draping her figure with silk handkerchiefs and scarfs. That 
was of course what the others had seen the whole time, long 
before she herself had guessed it — that she would be better 
looking than they. That was why they had set their faces 
against her. 

She began to romance about her future, weaving it into Frith- 
jof’s romances about himself. And at any rate she offered no 
resistance when he got spoony. Though she often thought him 
horrid — ^there was apt to be something about him that reminded 
you of a dog torn between the desire to snatch a bite and fear 
of the whip. But at other times she herself went altogether 
crazy — ^she romped with Frithjof and egged him on, cuddled 
him and pushed him away, just as she might have played with 
their dogs at home. Precisely because she knew it was wrong, 
on the very border-line of what she knew to be the worst thing 
that can happen to a young girl. That was what made it exciting, 
that was the real spice in this game — ^that it was frightfully 
improper, and if anyone found it out, God help them ! It was 
just as if she were getting her own back after all the miseries at 
home — ^her father’s drinking and rioting : at times he would sit 
drivelling and lamenting over all the misfortunes that had over- 
whelmed him quite undeservedly, at other times he was per- 
fectly wild and furious, abusing her and her mother, and what 

language her mother used in return And when he wasn’t 

in her mother said the beastliest things about him, calling him 
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an alcoholic and bewailing their poverty, and then she turned 
on her daughter for being bad at school and for flying out of 
doors early and late. Ida Elisabeth had guessed long ago that 
her mother was not above nipping at her father’s bottles on the 
sly — ^rather too often. 

For a confirmation present Frithjof gave her a ring with a 
little red stone in it. That made her feel she had bound herself 
to him in a sort of way, though she had no present to give 
him in return. But directly after there happened what she 
knew to be the worst, though she had no recollection of 
having thought it so awful. Pooh, was that all ? she had thought, 
in disappointment and regret. But then it became different 
after a while. All the same, the essential thing about it — the 
thing that made her perfectly wild at times, and still wilder 
when she found she could frighten Frithjof — was her feeling of 
defiance, of taking her revenge. Let them just see, all those 
who had been unkind to her and Frithjof, how daring they 

were She imagined all the answers she would give them, 

if they discovered it. And when she thought of what the results 
might be, her excitement was almost greater than her terror. 
For she could never have really imagined either that they would 
be found out or that anything would result. In effect her only 
thought was probably that they were playing a frightfully danger- 
ous and forbidden game, and all she could suppose was that it 
would go on indefinitely in the future. 

Then came that night — z dazzlingly bright, warm night just 
after midsummer. They had rowed up to Ervik intending to 
fish. By the farthest of the Ervik farms they landed and went 
up to an outlying barn, and there they went to sleep. They 
were roused by a man coming in with an electric torch. It 
was the doctor ; he had taken shelter in the barn from a summer 
shower. 

Frithjof had to row home by himself and she had to go in 
the doctor’s motor-boat. He talked seriously to her ; not that 
he really said anything she didn’t know before — ^but it was as 
though she realized for the first time that this really concerned 
herself in earnest. It was so terrible that she thought she must 
surely die. 

He said her parents must not be told of it. But he went to 
the Braatos, for he wanted them to send Frithjof away. And 
Fru Braato was in such despair that she could not help con- 
fiding in a woman friend, and so it was spread abroad. 
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The day she was called to account at home — ^that was a day 
she wished she could forget. No abusive name was too coarse 
for her father to apply to her, he yelled and shook his fists in 
her face, threatened to kill her. And then it was supposed to 
be the climax of her depravity that she had carried on with 
Frithjof while being prepared for confirmation. Her father 
who had never done anything but laugh at religion and churches 
and parsons — ^had he thought she ought to pay any attention to 
what Pastor Sondeled said ? He was so kind, poor man, but 
it had never occurred to her to take Pastor Sondeled seriously. 

And then — then Frithjof was sent for. Oh ! How could she 
ever have had anything more to do with him after that — ^no, 
that was beyond her ! Nothing more miserable — ^a lad scared 
out of his wits, who blinked his eyes and put up his arms as 
though to ward off a blow every time her father moved, and 
when her father did strike, he screamed at the top of his voice 
“ Mamma ! ” And — yes — ^he blamed it on her. 

And her mother — she almost thought that was the worst of 
all. At first she was quite beside herself. Oh, that voyage to 
town with her parents — how was it she didn’t jump overboard ? 
But when it was clear that at any rate there was nothing wrong 
with her — then it was that her mother seemed to calm down and 
soften towards her. Thank goodness, then, what had happened 
was not such a terrible misfortime after all 

She preferred her father a thousand times ; he roared like a 
beast and swore the most awful oaths — ^it didn’t matter at all ; 
whether she had a baby or two babies or none made damned 
little difference compared with the fact that the child was dis- 
graced, disgraced and defiled, “ the last remnant of beauty and 
refinement and purity I had in the world,” and then he wept 
and suddenly threw his arms around her ; Oh, Ida Elisabeth, 
would to God you had died rather ! If one’s dog is maimed, 
one shoots him, any man who has a heart — ^but nobody’s man 
enough to do that to his child 

And yet Four years later, when Frithjof came up to her 

that day in Oslo, saying he had got her address and thought he 
would call on her, she did not show him the door. 

Those years had not been very amusing ones for her. She 
had been sent to a friend of her mother’s, and all this ‘‘ aunt ” 
appeared to expect was that she would break out again. She 
failed at the Commercial College, and the examination she after- 
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wards passed was not a very brilliant one. Office work was 
the last thing she would choose. But as for dressmaking or 
millinery, wMch she wanted to learn and knew she had a turn 
for — no, she must not think of taking that up for a living; it 
was not ladylike enough, in the eyes of her parents. After her 
father’s death she tried it nevertheless — she got a place in a 
draper’s shop and attended a dressmaking school in the evenings. 
The two years she spent in Froken Myhre’s shop were the 
pleasantest part of her stay in Oslo. But then the old building 
was to be pulled down and Froken Myhre, who had carried on 
business there for forty years, thought she might as well retire. 
So she was left. Quite by chance she met a friend of her father’s, 
and he fotmd a place for her in his office. It was barely enough 
to live on. When Frithjof turned up she knew she was likely 
to be given notice before long ; too many of ^:hese entirely 
superfluous berths had been foxmd in that ofiice for daughters 
of the partners’ friends, and all the others were more capable 
than she. 

She had been so careful during these years. She had been 
so scared and ashamed at the outcome of that business with 
Frithjof that she shrank up like a frightened animal as soon as 
a man attempted anything like an advance. They were not very 
tempting either, the kind of adventures that lay within her 
reach. She had indeed met a few fellows who were ready to 
take her out and give her a little amusement. But she knew 
the price. And she did not want to sink any deeper. She had 
to keep herself in hand now. Once more— and she’d be going 
straight on the downward road. 

Frithjof came, and she thought he had improved in looks. 
Even then he reminded one rather too much of a fat cherry, 
yellow and red. But he was properly grown up, and properly 
dressed, with clean nails — ^it was that more than anj rfhing that 
gave her the idea he was no longer a boy. He had a job in the 
ofiice of a cousin of his mother’s— music, no, he had shelved 
that ; there were more than enough budding musicians in the 
world without^ him, he told her with a superior air. No doubt 
he was repeating what he had heard somebody say. What he 
did not tell her was that it had turned out like everything else 
he had put his hand to : it was always fairly easy for him to 
start at a thing, but all at once he found himself stuck fast, and 
he never got any farther. Now he had a great deal to say about 
his prospects with his uncle— he was altogether indispensable 
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there. Of course he could easily have found something better, 
at the moment that is, but his uncle advised him not to, his 
uncle was only waiting for him to be old enough to be taken into 
partnership. Frithjof had friends from whom he could borrow 
a car, and Frithjof asked her out — ^and when he wanted to have 
her as in old days and she refused to have any more of that sort 
of thing, he proposed : why shouldn’t they get married ? Now 
at once. He was just of age. And her mother approved — 
enthusiastically. 

But she thought the same now : it did look as if she were doing 
a sensible thing in marrying Frithjof, but that was only an 
excuse she made to herself for yielding to her ardent longing 
for rehabilitation. She desired rehabiUtation for herself, and 
she desired it for Frithjof — ^she wished to convince herself and 
all the world that it had been love that played the mischief with 
them that time. All the distressing and humiliating side of it 
was merely due to their being so much too young. 

It seemed like a rehabilitation for both of them that Frithjof 
now had a chance of showing that what had involved him in 
the mess of his boyish sin with all its resultant misery, was 
after all a feeling to which he remained faithful now that he was 
a man. Now that he could provide for her, he came back and 
married her. The unbearable scene in her father’s office — ^all 
that was only because he was a young lad at the time, and in his 
fright he became a child again, poor fellow. — She had done her 
best to forget that she had always known Frithjof to be a coward. 

In reality she had always Imown too that one could never 
rely on anything Frithjof said. But she pretended not to know 
it. For the first months of their married life they probably 
agreed in believing they were happy. He was much in love — 
and then he was so delighted at having a home which was his. 
They were living in a nice little top fiat out at Oppegaard. He 
thought a lot of himself as a married man, and was almost 
ridiculously proud when she told him she was going to have a 
baby — touchingly proud she called it at the time, though it 
pained her that he ran round telling everybody about it. Even 
then there was something that roused a secret repugnance in 
her, by the very manner in which he loved her : he seemed to 
thiiik a lot of himself for being such a devil of a fellow, fright- 
fully passionate and all that — and at the same time he gave her 
the idea of being always afraid someone might come and pull 
him up for it. 
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Well, and then it came* — They had only been married some 
five months when Frithjof came home one day, fearfully dejected, 
but trying all the time to persuade both her and himself that, 
pooh, it was nothing to worry about. His uncle had promised 
to help them till he found something else, but after all he was 
not quite the right man for his uncle’s business. 

Their furniture was bought on the instalment plan. So 
when they had taken a room in Pilestraede they had nothing to 
put into it but the few things that had come from her home. 
Frithjof’s xmcle gave them a monthly allowance which just 
covered their rent and a little food. Through Froken Myhre 
she got some dressmaking, so that she was able to earn a few 
crowns weekly. And then it was that she began to see in sober 
reality what sort of a man Frithjof was. 

Not that she saw through him altogether. For he was kind, 
fond of her too, and as proud as ever of the fact that he had a 
wife and was going to have a child. And he drew a rosy picture 
of the life before the three of them — charming home, white 
lacquered perambulator — he was keenly interested in all the 
little clothes she was making* And entirely satisfied with the 
world and with himself. He never stirred a step to get anything 
to do again. Perhaps it wouldn’t have been so easy either — 
it dawned on her after a while that she might be just as glad 
she had been kept in ignorance of the real reason for his dis- 
missal by his uncle. But when he promised her a mine of 
wealth in a dim and distant future, he was just as pleased 
with himself as if he had really given it her, and he expected 
her to be just as enthusiastically grateful as if she had re- 
ceived it. 

At that time she was still capable of being scandalized at him. 
And it revolted her that he must needs be always telling lies ; 
even about the most indifferent trifles — where it was impossible 
to discover why he could not just as well have spoken the truth — 
he lied all the same. She had not yet found out that Frithjof 
was given to lying just as another person might be given to 
lauglung. 

They lived in that room for six months, xmtil she went to 
the maternity clinic. From there she went with Sdlvi to Sande- 
fjord, to her Aunt Mathilde and her mother ; the two sisters 
had been living together since her mother became a widow. 
Frithjof followed her there. And from there it was that she 
wrote to the only person in whom she could trust to help her 
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when he heard how desperate was her need. She dared not 
let her aunt and her mother suspect that she was going to have 
a second child before the first was a year old. And then she 
thought, if they could only get home, back to their own sur- 
roundings, there must surely be some way out. So she wrote 
to the doctor at Vallerviken and asked if he could not get Frithjof 
some work in that neighbourhood. 

He did so. He actually got Frithjof into the canning factory, 
and he helped them to find quarters in Esbjdrnsen’s house, 
where there was a little shop, and he helped her to start the 
little draper’s business that she had thought of opening, now 
that there had been so much building at Berfjord. 

Elalleman was born, and then Doctor Sommervold had a 
talk with her. He tried to get her to separate from Frithjof. 

“ But can’t you see, Ida Elisabeth, that he’s nothing else but 
an infantile individual ? Big and strong physically and man 
enough to get you as many children as you please — ^and with 
that his mental development is that of a child of ten or twelve. 
And a damned unattractive child, in my opinion.” 

By that time Frithjof had already done with the canning 
factory. She earned just enough to keep them going from day 
to day. And Frithjof was quite pleased with the way they were 
going on. He pottered about in their little strip of garden, 
rowed out and was proud if he brought home some fish for 
dinner, looked after Solvi — ^and all the time she had this big, 
la2y, jabbering young man hanging around her. And she 
realized that it was always going to be like this. If she did not 
follow the doctor’s advice. 

“ Only think of the two children who are your own,” said 
the doctor. “ You may have enough to do providing for them 
in the years to come,, without being obliged at the same time to 
keep this big child of other people.” 

Perhaps it was this that made it impossible for her to follow 
his advice. She felt she could not turn a person like Frithjof 
out of his home and say to him : sink or swim. And she had 
not the heart to throw him on to the old Braatos. She could 
not help thinking — what if somebody should do the same one 
day with Solvi or Baby. And she shrank from imagining Frith- 
jof’s face, if one day she came and told him she wanted a divorce 
and now he must leave the house. She remembered very well 
what it had been like when she herself was a child — the day 
she was told that they must leave their home at Holstensborg. 
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For the desperate part of it was that now she realized Frithjof 
was really fond of her and fond of the little ones — that in any 
case was not lies and play-acting. He was fond of her, because 
he relied on her implicitly — she would see that he never suffered 
want. He was fond of his children, because he was proud of 
being a father, and then he always had something to play with. 
He was what Sommervold had said, a child ; his egoism was 
like that of a child, he clung to anything that formed a wall 
about his existence and protected him, and like a child he 
romanced about all he was going to give them and do for them — 
some day, in a future which would never arrive — ^but to him it 
was as though he had discharged his obligations when he boasted 
of all he intended to perform one day. Then he felt like a good 
boy and wanted to be kissed and praised for it. His own feeling 
was that he was happily married, and therefore he was sure she 
felt the same, in her heart. 

Now and again Ida Elisabeth dozed off, lulled by the gentle 
rolling of the ship in the swell of the North Sea and by the 
wash of the waves against the ship’s side, by creaking and 
jingling and grating sounds on board. But every time she was 
on the point of dropping off into a real sleep she was roused by 
a pain in some part of her body, which was lying so uncom- 
fortably. And each time she was thus snatched back into full 
consciousness she felt that her heart was a lump of physical 
pain ; it ached, it ached. Mjrrrh — ^a heart like a casket of 
bitter myrrh — oh, yes. They ought just to know what they 
were talking about, those two silly little things. 

Ciss Meisling, by the way, seemed to have been lying awake 
too, and she had been snivelling, as Ida Elisabeth could hear by 
the way she blew her nose. Now she seemed to be asleep. But 
when Kalleman began whimpering, at first faintly and sleepily, 
then louder and more insistently : Cup, cup. Cup, mamma,” 
till she had to get up and switch on the light — Ciss Meisling 
sat up in her berth. 

Fru Braato, is there anything I can do to help you ? ” 

Her red curls were all in disorder and dark wisps of hair were 
sticking to her hot and tear-stained face. She had on the most 
enchanting pyjamas, of flowered white silk — ^which made her 
still more irritating to Ida Elisabeth. 

No, thank you,” she said curtly, getting out the cup and the 
bottle of milk. 
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While Kalleman drank, Ciss sat upright in her berth and 
watched him with a mournful little look. 

Are you angry with me, Fru Braato ? ” she asked in her 
thick and tearful yoxmg voice. “ I know I was rude to you this 
evening and answered you impertinently 

Ida Elisabeth jeered : 

“ Dear me, Ciss — you can surely guess that grown-up people 
don’t take it very seriously when a flapper gives them a cheeky 
answer. Just you lie down and go to sleep, my child.” 

Ciss sighed good night and got under the bedclothes, and Ida 
Elisabeth put out the light and crept in to Kalleman, The 
boat was now steady and the water streamed along the ship’s side 
with a quiet and gentle rippling — ^they were inside the skerries 
again and due in five hours. 

Oh, how tired she was and how sick of ever5rthing. In a way 
she’ almost thought she could not stand Frithjof any longer, and 
yet she could not turn him adrift. He was quite unsuspecting, 
to such a degree that he completely disarmed her. She could 
nag at him, ask him to be quiet, refuse to answer when he spoke 
to her — ^he hung his head for a moment, looked unhappy — and 
directly afterwards he was just the same as if there were nothing 
at all the matter. 

So it had gone on these last two years, since Kalleman was bom. 
Frithjof had had some small jobs now and then — ^and her business 
was begiiming to go quite well. The only annoying thing about 
it was that Frithjof had no idea of money. He thought now that 
she was earning “ such stacks ” they ought to put it into some- 
thing or other, which he would be able to run so splendidly. 
Silver foxes, of course, or poultry farming, or growing rhubarb 
and fruit wines. Just lately there was an old tin can of a Ford 
which had ended its career on their fjord. Frithjof had wild 
plans of buying it and opening a road service to Langeland and 
Vallerviken and Ut-Helle — all the boats that called at Berfjord 
put in at those places too. Or even to Mokhus, where at present 
the commercial lorry dealt with all the traffic there was. 

Her position was not so bad as to be unbearable — if only she 
could keep away from the thought that it would be like this for 
ever. And if she could only cease to think of what had been 
and to grieve over her own folly. And heavens above, there were 
thousands of wives who had to feed a waster of a husband, 
provide for themselves and their children, while the creature they 
kept alive claimed to be treated as a man and the master of the 
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house. At any rate Frithjof was not a bad man and did not 
expect her to give way to him if she was to escape a beating. 

If only, if only — no, she would not think of that. And the 
two children she had — oh, she thought they were lovely — yes, 
for their sake she would gladly have travelled on and on, as far 
as the star would go before her, if only in the end she might 
find her way to a place where she could make her offering, as it 
said in those verses. The smoke that whirled in the breeze above 
their home and the heart with all her bitter memories, like myrrh. 

It was just before sunrise when Ida Elisabeth came on deck. 
The vault of sky was light and clear, pale yellow above the moim- 
tain-crests, where the dawn breathed blue shadows over the 
snowfields, but higher up the air became greenish, passing into 
the unfathomable depth of blue which veiled the stars. 

The ice-floes scraped and scraped against the ship’s sides. 
They were already so far in that the Berfjord was white with ice 
from shore to shore. The boat stopped, backed, and charged 
forward again through the new ice in the channel. The dark 
water came whirling up with a shower of greenish foam and 
flooded the new flakes which shivered and chinked against the 
old ice-edge. 

In the usual way it was not so often nowadays that Ida Elisabeth 
was equal to feeling the beauty of the Berfjord. But now it 
took her by force as she tramped up and down to keep herself 
warm — up and down the deserted deck. The houses looked 
so touchingly small and patient, as they lay along the shore 
under the mighty mountains : they were off the Ruskenes farms 
with the ice-green waterfall hanging irresistibly down the cliff 
from the brei at the top, right up against the sky, down to 
the narrow strip of beach, snow-covered and in shadow, at the 
foot of the mountain. All her night thoughts were focused into 
a single longing — ^for a tolerant endurance that should resemble 
that of the little farms, with the morning smoke twirling over 
the snow-covered roof, for a spirit of daring so dogged that it 
would last out a long journey over mountain beyond mountain 
and would be so familiar with the stars as to dash after them, 
even when they were hidden by the daylight. 

The steamer swung in, rounding the Gaupholms, and the inmost 
creek lay before her like a round white plain. At the far end 
of the open channel stood a little group of people on the ice with 
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hand-sleighs and cases, a sledge with a little dun horse, and — 
God help her — ^Ida Elisabeth discovered the Ford. In front 
sat a little mite bundled up in something bright red — Solvi in 
her own old golf jacket. 

In her anxiety something seemed to break within her, and 
despair surged up like the cold black water round the ship’s bow 
as it broke through the ice. Frithjof had gone and done it after 
all, while she was away 

There he came, running towards the boat as she lay to — 
young and tall and already inclined to fat ; the lock of fair hair 
under his fur cap was white with rime, his fleshy face had a 
healthy colour from the cold. He waved to her and shouted 

Welcome ! ” in a ringing voice. 

Ida Elisabeth replied with one feeble wave ; then she turned 
and ran. She had to go below and fetch Kalleman. 

As she dashed down the companion her mind and senses 
gathered it all into one image — the black water with the drifting, 
clinking ice-flakes, the white surface of the frozen fjord, and her 
husband’s unsuspecting face, radiant with health, and the houses 
along the shore under the huge mass of mountain, Ajid high up 
above it all the first golden rays of the morning sun shining upon 
the snowfields against the sky. She had an irresistible feeling, 
instinct rather than thought, that in some way or other she must 
keep something buoyant in her soul, as a fountain drives its jets 
of water unceasingly into the air, up towards the prospect of 
white, sun-gilt mountain-tops and the great bell of heaven — 
though she were held down never so fast among the shadows of 
the shore. 
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T hat winter and the following spring Ida Elisabeth felt at 
times — ^no, she couldn’t stick it any longer. Then she 
gripped herself by the scruff of the neck : Of course she could 
stick it. For she had to. 

She was expecting again, there was no doubt about that. The 
certainty of it roused in her the same turbulent feeling she had 
experienced the other times : she would fight for what belonged 
to her. She had only herself to rely on — ^she must do some- 
thing — 

— ^But there was so little she could do. Send out bills to cus- 
tomers who owed her money — the amounts were not large, but 
it would have made a difference if she could only have got in half 
of what was due to her. But there was not much money about. 
For days together not a soul entered the shop, unless it was a 
little girl who wanted a reel of cotton or a woman buying buttons 
and tape. And all through February the weather was so fright- 
ful, storm and rain, leaving the whole surface of the country 
slippery with ice, and then came blizzards and rain and more 
storms. The children could scarcely ever go out of doors, and 
Kalleman especially was fretful and fidgety ; it was a slow business 
getting him properly well again. He had quite lost his appetite ; 
she gave him eggs morning and evening — ^her hens had begun 
to lay fairly well— but it was often difficult to get him to take as 
much as that. 

She felt consumed by this fiery fighting spirit — ^if she could 
but get the better of some of the things that made her life so 
uncertain. There was nothing she could do but mind the shop, 
look after her house, her cluldren, her chickens. Now that 
business was so quiet she employed her time in making a spring 
coat for Solvi out of Aslaug’s old coat and skirt, and some new 
blue shirts for Frithjof. Meanwhile she tried to resign herself 
— this was all she could do. And to console herself with the 
thought that there were many whose difficulties were far greater. 
Deep down in her mind anxiety gnawed like a kind of toothache : 
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she too might easily find herself in far greater difficulties ; she 
was thinking of all the debts of which she must pay an instalment 
at any rate, before she could get in any new spring goods. There 
were many who were worse off and appeared to be resigned, or 
else they became embittered and rebellious and demanded that 
somebody should help them or that the world should be re- 
arranged, for then they believed they would be better off — ^but she 
had a vague suspicion that such people had not her defiant temper 
or her invincible desire to win through alone, without saying 
anything to anyone — or else their spirit had been broken ; but 
if she let hers be broken they would all be better dead. — 

Therefore it had brought her, in spite of all, a kind of relief 
and satisfaction to clear up that affair of Frithjof’s purchase of 
the car. She went up to Eriksen who owned the Ford and told 
him in so many words that she could not pay for it — ^not a farthing. 
So he took it back. 

Frithjof came home. He tried to appear very cock-a-hoop, 
seemed to be throwing out his chest and flapping his wings. 
His voice was apt to break into a loud, thin shriek ; what always 
made this sound so queerly was that he had a big and burly 
frame — ^might be taken for a regular manly fellow, if he kept his 
mouth shut and one did not notice his expression. 

But, Ida Elisabeth ! You surely understand it was never 
my idea that you should pay anything — ^if you’ll just sign your 
name, you see, I can get the money from the bank, and then I’ll 
manage the rest 

Ida Elisabeth let her sewing-machine whirr on to the end of 
the long seam before she replied calmly and unconcernedly : 

“ You understand, don’t you, that I can’t go surety for any- 
one ? ” 

“ Oh yes, the bank’s willing to take you. And then, youknow, 
I shall get Sommervold too, he won’t refuse to sign if you do.” 

‘‘ Don’t talk such nonsense, please,” she said indulgently, 
adjusting her material again in the machine. 

No, pardon me, Ida Elisabeth, I really think it’s you who 
are talking nonsense. I don’t understand how you can be so 
unreasonable. Of course you’ll reap the benefit too, I really 
think you might see that, if I start something of my own which 

will bring me in a heap of money 

Five or six crowns a week, if you’re lucky enough to get 
any orders.” She jumped up — ^something was boiling over 
in the kitchen. She stroked his hair in passing, with teasing 
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benevolence : “ How much do you think repairs would come 
to, to say nothing of the tax and all 

He followed her out ; she was clattering with the rings of the 
stove. 

“ Ugh, Ida Elisabeth, why are you so absurdly anxious ? 
Bless you — weVe got on all right so far — ^weVe never yet actually 
had to go without 

She made no reply. Frithjof went on, encouraged by her 
silence : 

“ Do you remember before Christmas — when you were in such 
an awful state — ^hadn't an idea where you’d get the money for 
Kalleman’s illness and all that ? And didn’t they come and ask 
me to take Arne’s place at the Co-operative Society, so that I 
was able to give you the money for the journey and all — ^have 
you forgotten that ? ” 

It was true too. Frithjof had brought her sixteen crowns 
which he himself had earned, and he had been able to buy for 
himself the rubber boots that they had been talking about for 
so long. He had been so proud and happy — and she had thought 
she must encourage him and make a show of being impressed. 
Presumably it was of that she now had to take the consequences. 

“ Well ? Do you know what, Ida Elisabeth ? I really think 
you might have a little confidence in your husband. You really 

might show me a little confidence 

Certainly, Frithjof. And I really think I have shown you 
confidence. But there’s moderation in all things, you know.” 
She laughed quietly. He came up and tried to put his arm 
round her. She gently pushed him away : 

“ Go back now, Frithjof. You’re so in the way here in the 
kitchen.” 

“ I can tell you it’ll be a disappointment for Solvi. So delighted 
she was with papa’s car, as she calls it. And I’d been looking 
forward so to all the trips I was going to take with you this summer. 
Home to the old people — and up to Breistol — do you know, 
they say one can drive right up to Breistol now ? Fancy that, 
Ida Elisabeth ! You haven’t been there for ages. Ajren’t you 
frightfully keen on going up to Breistol once again ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head. — ^High up and far inland among 
the moors, a few little saeters on both sides of a clear and rapid 
little stream. From there it was half an hour’s walk up to their 
hut on the saddle of the Svartdalsfjeld. From the hut you had 
a glimpse of the fjord infinitely far below, and in clear weather 
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you could look out to sea, but inland in the other direction there 
was nothing but grey mountains v/ith blue mountains beyond 
and the gleam of the glacier in the far distance. She did not even 
know if she cared to go up there any more. Or whether she 
preferred to leave it as it w-as — a part of her memories of a time 
that lay infinitely far behind her, almost unreal it seemed to her 
now, in a haze of bygones and untroubled joy. 

It took some time before Frithjof gave in. She could not help 
feeling a little sorry for him — ^if there had been any possibility of 
affording it she would almost have welcomed his having this 
toy for which he begged so insistently, poor fellow. — 

He made a suggestion — couldn’t he borrow what there was 
in the children’s saving-bank books ? It would be a financial 
operation, of course, and he would replace the money with 
interest and compound interest. Solvi had been given a book 
with a hundred crowns as a christening present from Aunt 
Mathilde ; Ida Elisabeth herself had managed by hook and by 
crook to add a few crowns to it, and to open a book for Kalleman. 
Besides this Doctor Sommervold had put something in for Carl 
on his first birthday, but she did not know how much, as the 
doctor kept the book himself. — 

“ That’s not to be thought of. The children’s money is not 
to be touched.” 

But she felt sorry for Frithjof all the same. And in March, 
when Frithjof got a temporary job driving for the packing-case 
factory, he came and told her about a second-hand bicycle that 
he could buy for thirty crowns. 

That same morning she had sold four golf jackets at one 
swoop — to a party of people from far up Svartdal ; there had 
been a big funeral in the place and a lot of people had come 
to it from a distance. And the schoolmaster’s married daughter 
had sent her fortyrseven crowns for purchases made when she 
was home last summer. So Ida Elisabeth said yes, it might be 
a sensible thing to buy that bicycle. 

“ Then you think I ought to do so ? ” he asked anxiously. 
Ida Elisabeth gave a little laugh. When he saw that she was 
not going to oppose one of his ideas, Frithjof always insisted on 
discussing the ^air endlessly, simply revelling in her approval. 

And then, you know,” he said, it’ll be a^ully handy when 
I have to fetch parcels for you from the boat and so on, I can 
put them on the carrier 

Ida Elisabeth could not help smiling. It was five minutes’ 
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walk down to the quay. Yes, of course/’ she said seriously. 
She was filled with the same quiet surprise every time she found 
that in spite of all she was really fond of Frithjof — or at any 
rate felt a queer, deep-seated tenderness for him. Poor fellow, 
he made such a frightful exhibition of himself with his desperate 
efforts to be amusing, when he was in company — ^never had a 
suspicion that he was saying anything ludicrous. 

Some weeks of radiant spring weather followed. Frithjof 
trundled about all day long on his old bone-shaker, always with 
Solvi sitting in front of him. They brought home bimches of 
primulas and branches covered with catkins which shed a yellow 
dust all over the house and put out little silvery felted leaves 
which made Ida Elisabeth shrink from throwing them away. 

Her best time was the early morning hours. She got up as 
soon as Kalleman was awake, dressed the boy and took him out. 
Tired she was, but it passed off as soon as she came into the 
open air — ^it was still cold and laden with the smells of the beach 
and of the raw, bare mould of the garden ; coming into it was 
almost like plunging into cold water — ^and with a stab of regret 
she thought of summer days long ago, the sun sparkling on the 
fjord and the thickets of bushes aroimd the bay, where she had 
undressed with the breeze and the warm sun caressing her skin. 
Oh, to be able to wade out, with the reflection of the ripples over 
the sandy bottom flickering all up her body — till the water was 
deep enough for her to strike out and feel it streaming about her, 
deliciously soft, and her limbs had such a funny look, foreshortened 
and tinged with the green of the sea. — To think that she would 
not be able to bathe this summer either. But there was no place 
in the cove here where she could be certain that nobody would 
see her. Ugh, she remembered a trip they made to Ervik the 
summer before Kalleman was bom. Her mother-in-law’s bright 
girlish twittering : oh, but Lisken dear, you don’t mean to tell 
me you’re shy about that ? Why, it’s really such a natural thing 

for a married woman Else and Merete were there too ; 

they were just at the most disgusting age 

Cautiously Ida Elisabeth hoed in the manure around the 
perennials, which were shooting so that it was a joy to see them. 
She picked off the withered leaves of the auriculas. That was 
the land of thing she could not entmst to Frithjof, but he might 
dig up the beds in the kitchen garden one of these days, so that 
she could get them ready and sow them. — ^She wiped her hands 
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on her rough apron and blew Kalleman’s nose, stood for a moment 
straightening her back, as she watched the child running off to 
his place by the fence. There were some sheep feeding on the 
slope above. He was so fond of her chickens too. When he 
was a little bigger perhaps it would amuse him to keep rabbits. 
It had been good to have them to fall back upon in other years, 
but if she always had to go herself and see whether Frithjof hadn’t 

forgotten to attend to them No, this year at any rate she 

could not keep rabbits. 

He was not a pretty child, Kalleman — Ida Elisabeth could see 
that herself. His head looked very big, his neck being so thin 
and white ; altogether he was small and thin for his age. And 
his forehead was so big and bulging, a regular parson’s noddle,” 
said Fru Esbjornsen ; she thought too that Kalleman had such 
intelligent eyes. They were large and dark, blue really — ^hand- 
some, she thought. But his mouth was perfectly charming, 
small and a very pale pink — otherwise his face was not at all 
pretty, puny and compressed under the heavy forehead, with 
hardly anything of a nose. 

Oh, her own little boy ! In the shadow of an apprehension 
which she would not allow herself to express in clear thought, 
she stood watching the child. Now the sun was shining on the 
highest of the moors. The Yridal peak, still covered with snow, 
stood sharp and golden against the sky. Down here the shadows 
lay blue and chilly upon the little houses around the quay and the 
pale waters of the creek beyond. In the morning stillness the 
murmur of the river could be heard so plainly, and the chuck- 
chuck of a motor-boat far out. 

But above the mountains the whole sky was already full of 
sunlight, and the little drifting clouds which were golden a while 
ago were now white, and the blue of the sky deepened from one 
minute to the next. . Now she could hear that Solvi was awake ; 
she was choking with laughter and Frithjof was humming some 
sort of tune — ^he must be playing with the child. Better to go 
in and get them up, and then get their breakfast ready. 

Another thing was that Kalleman had been very backward in 
learning to walk. And as far as she remembered she had heard 
before now of children who could not talk much until they were 
about three. In other ways he seemed quite intelligent. Some- 
times she cut out the coloured figures from old fashion papers, 
as she herself had got such fun out of playing with paper dolls 
when she was a child. But Solvi did not care a bit for them — ^if 
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she took any notice of them it was only to tear them up ; and 
then Kalleman brought them to his mother and showed her the 
disaster : ow-ow, he said, in great distress. Kalleman could 
spend hours propping up his paper ladies and paper children 
against the back of the sofa, sprawling on it and chattering. 

There, that’s a boy, that’s a girl, look, mamma. — Oo, flop ! ” he 
said, when they tumbled down. He was not at all unintelligent, 
she believed. For instance, when there were pictures in the 
paper of things he knew, he always noticed them. And when 
they had put up a new Singer poster at the store he pointed to the 
woman at the sewing-machine the first time she took him there. 

That’s mamma ! ” he cried, delighted. — 

It gave him a much better appetite for his morning porridge, 
too, if she had taken him out into the garden first. 

Ida Elisabeth decided to go over to Vallerviken one Monday — 
then there was least chance of meeting anyone she knew in the 
churchyard, they would all have decorated their graves for the 
Sunday. It was about five miles, if she walked by the old road 
over Standal, so she could not take the children with her. Fru 
Esbjomsen promised to look after them and the shop while she 
was away. 

Frithjof went down to the quay as soon as dinner was over, 
and Ida Elisabeth made haste to get the washing-up done so that 
she could slip out without his noticing it. Otherwise of course 
he would have gone with her, and then she could not escape 
calling on his parents. 

The road lay before her, bright and dry ; among the withered 
grass at its edge fresh green blades were shooting up and little red 
bunches of new leaves were appearing on every side. The 
points of her shoes were grey with dust almost as soon as she 
started — the sight filled her with heartfelt joy : it was so summer- 
like. The road turned into the alder-wood and dropped towards 
the bridge ; now she could no longer be seen from the houses. 
Ida Elisabeth breathed freely — she had a whole long afternoon 
to herself, right up to supper-time. 

She saw and felt ever5rthing around her as she walked — ^as 
one renews acquaintance with ever5rthmg the first day, on return- 
ing to a place which one has often visited in previous holidays. 
It is all as one remembers it, only much more beautiful. In the 
noonday sun the stems of the alders glittered like silver, and 
behind the open trellis of their leaves there was a white shimmer 
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of water. The alders had almost shed their blossoms ; the brown 
veil of catkins on all the twigs had darkened and shrunk ; the 
pollen had floated down, covering all the puddles in the wood 
with a dirty yellow film. Around the stumps the celandine showed 
with succulent green leaves and yellow star-like flowers shining 
like butter. A cow broke through the undergrowth and hung its 
head over the fence. Ida Elisabeth had to go up and pat it : 

poor thing ’’ — ^it was shaggy and dirty, sharp as a knife along 
the back, and its haunch-bones stood out like boards. A couple 
of birds darted across the road with passionate and frolicsome 
cries and vanished among the trees. — ^Ah, thank God it was 
spring. 

On the other side of the river the slope was thinly covered with 
firs. Here the heather was dark, with no life in it as yet, but on 
the level ground above there was water everywhere between the 
tussocks, and the moss was swelling green and fresh in the pools. 
Unconsciously she quickened her pace, for there were long 
stretches of shadow here. But when she had passed the summit 
and left the wood behind she walked more slowly. With half- 
closed eyes and face turned to the sun she went on foot by foot 
and allowed herself to be balced through. 

The long, narrow Standal water lay before her, reflecting the 
blue sky, with some calm strips of dazzling white farther out. 
The shore here was quite a pale green around the rocks and tree- 
stumps. Scattered about were rowan-trees whose tops were per- 
fectly round — ^all the trees and bushes here showed signs of having 
been stripped of leaves, no doubt people had done that for hun- 
dreds of years. The buds were big already. Ida Elisabeth broke 
off a twig of rowan ; the leaf which was on the point of bursting 
looked like little grey claws trying to show themselves. The 
path on which she walked was running with water. 

The Standal farms lay on the other side of the lake. The 
dwelling-house at Upper Standal was fairly large, ochre yellow 
with verandas to two stories. She had never been up there 
since that house was built. But the other farm, Johan’s and 
Kristine’s, down in the corner between the sheer mountain-side 
and the sea, was exactly as it had been in old days, when her father 
had taken her there. Little grey houses roofed with turf, stone 
fences topped with cut furze-bushes, which were withered and 
rusty, giving the whole an untidy appearance. The place was 
reported to be in a very decayed condition of late. Frithjof said 
that Johan Standal was now quite blind, something had shot up 
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into his eye the winter before last, when he was chopping wood. 
Ugh, so now it was over a year ago, and all the time she had been 
thinking she would go up and see them — ^but then she thought 
she could not come empty-handed. Johan and Kristine had 
always been so kind to her. 

She sat down on reaching the lake, and looked across. A fat 
bumble-bee was buzzing close to her feet — trying to fasten itself 
on a tiny grey pansy. Then it let go and floated humming into 
the air. Ida Elisabeth watched it. Behind where she sat was 
a scree, and among the stones grew some hazel-bushes. Long 
yellow catkins drooped from their branches. 

She suddenly came to think of some branches of hazel that 
were passed round the class — ^it was while she was in the lower 
school. The mistress explained about male and female flowers, 
the little round buds with three fine purple filaments at the top 
— ^how the stigmas received pollen from the catkins, and how the 
same process was repeated throughout nature, up to man. — A 
fierce red flame spread over Ida Elisabeth’s face — ^what bosh ! 
Styles and stigmas, bumble-bees and nectaries, birds that help 
each other in building nests and feeding their young, cows and 
calves and charming little foals — ^what in the world had this to 
do with men and women ? She felt this with painful sharpness. 
The brightness of the spring day, the scent of mould and of all 
the growth that was forced on by this weather, the trickling of 
water in the screes behind her — there was a separating gulf 
between her and all this that was growing and living, unfeeling 
and lovely. It would change from one beauty to another, the 
light catkins would become dark and luxuriant foliage, the grass 
would grow high and full of flowers and be mown and become 
scented hay. In the little grey beds between the stone-heaps 
turnips and potatoes would shoot up and spread their rank leaves 
till the mould was hidden from view. Has this much to do with 
human beings letting themselves drift from obstinacy, and 
because they are unhappy and desire to be petted and believe 
they can force themselves in upon another person — ^and are after- 
wards ashamed of having been so naive ? One sees that one 

was mistaken in the other person, but it was one’s own doing, 

and so The other one is also human, poor fellow, it won’t 

do to be shabby about it, and one knows that he has no idea of 
what it is like to be me^ so that one cannot raise a hand in self- 
defence. 

Animals — ^they do not know what it means to be in a constant 
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state of anxiety about one’s children. They are alarmed when 
the danger threatens, close at hand. But they do not know the 
feeling of dread that comes of being forced to think of the future 
and having children to think of. 

What sentimental old maids’ talk that children ought to be 
told frankly and honestly and not to be allowed to form ugly 
ideas about there being anything mysterious or degrading in it. 
Styles and stigmas, pollination by insects and by the wind, she€p 
and little white lambs, mamma and papa standing hand in hand 
and watching baby asleep. — Is there an3rthing on earth so lovely 
as a little child ? said Frithjof’s mother, as she took the hand 
of Frithjof’s father. It was exactly as if they were playing at 
father and mother, she had always thought. Frithjof’s mother 
was one of those who were so frightfully given to all this talk 
about what was natural and pure and beautiful. And there was 
nothing mysterious about it, except in the way of sacred mysteries. 
Ugh, people like Fru Sondeled or Mathilde Baur — ^but thank God 
they belonged to an age which happily was past and gone, when 
women looked upon natural cohabitation as something impure 
and were so frightfully full of affectation and prudishness. 

Perhaps it was merely that Aunt Mathilde and Fru Sondeled 
were rather less prudish. They knew a good deal more than 
Borghild Braato, and in any case they were not prudish enough 
to pretend ignorance of what they knew. 

The afternoon shadows were already long and the sunshine 
was golden, warm and as it were flickering, when she entered the 
churchyard. A light breeze stirred the fjord into flashing ripples. 
Their family grave was almost at the far end, where the wall came 
down to the beach ; the soil here was yellow and sandy and soft 
to walk on. 

The stones that had formed a kerb about the grave had become 
detached from each other and the headstone was crooked, leaning 
over the new grave. But they had told her it was no use doing 
anything until her mother’s grave had sunk a little. When her 
name had been cut on the stone it would have to be moved to 
the middle of the space. Then Ida Elisabeth would plant 
another rose-bush, of the same kind as that on her father’s 
grave. 

She laid the bunch of spring flowers which she had gathered 
as she walked on her mother’s grave and put a flat stone over the 
stalks so that they should not blow away. 

‘‘Carl Fredermand Andst. Late Master Mariner.” Her 
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father had himself chosen the inscription. Not “ shipowner ” 
nor any of the other things. 

She had been fond of him — ^that was just what had always been 
the worst part of it, that she was really fond of him, though she 
struggled furiously not to be. For he grew to be so horrid — oh, 
how disgusting he had been when the drink got on his nerves and 
he felt so sorry for himself and accused everyone of playing him 
faise and said all the nastiest things about people who had been 
his friends. It made her heartily ashamed to see him like this 
— ^it was almost a relief when he took a real crazy fit and roared 
and fumed and flew at her and her mother. And what things 
he could say to her^ if she came home late some evening when he 
was drunk — ^and he was nearly always that. Was it strange that 
she had ended in doing what she did ? 

And yet she knew it was true, every word he had shouted at 
her — ^at that time — ^that she was the only one in the world in whom 
he still believed, the last remnant of purity and beauty that he 
still looked up to and loved. It was true that he had done so, 
though it was not enough to keep him from soaking till there 
was nothing left of him but a loathsome sloppy mess. He had 
been incapable of doing anything to protect her, he had done 
everything in his power to drive her to ruin — ^that was his way 
of being fond of one. But she knew that he had been fond of 
her — ^terribly fond. She knew in her heart that her mother was 
not exaggerating — not much at any rate — ^in asserting that her 
father had died of it. He had begun to die from the evening he 
saw her off in the train to Oslo. 

And the strange thing was — ^it was precisely for his sake that 
she must not fail, so it seemed to her. Because he had failed 
her, although he was fond of her, she must not fail anyone — ^not 
even those she was not fond of, did not like. It was just like an 
inheritance that had come to her — ^an obstacle he had not been 
able to take, and so she must try whether she could clear it. 

When she thought of her mother she was always reminded of 
a verse she had learnt in the singing-lesson at school ; 

Little wavelet, gently breaking 
With the sunlight shining through, 

Colourless thyself, but t^ng 
Colour from the sky’s deep blue — 

Heaven, no ; but heaven’s image. ...” 

She did not remember any more. But ‘‘ heaven, no, but heaven’s 
image ’’—those words always made her think of their home, as it 
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had been in old days, before the war, when her father commanded 
the Frostdalsegg — ^and when he was at home a light seemed to 
shine from him. He looked exactly as she imagined Olav 
Tryggvason — ^and her mother mirrored his joy in life, as it were, 
and her passion for him was like a reflection of his ; she had 
realized this later. No doubt he meant it seriously enough in 
his heart, in spite of the jesting air he gave it, but he used to 
complain of having to be so madly and unhappily in love with 
his own wife. “ Yes, you are fond of me, I know that — ^a little, 
so long as Pm with you. But supposing I were lost at sea, I 
should be to you as if I had never existed, when once you had 
got accustomed to the idea that I should never come back. At 
most you would remember our married life as a dream — quite a 
pleasant dream, I dare say.’’ “ Oh but, Carl,” her mother would 
protest, and a shadow of dismay would come over her bright face ; 

“ how can you say that ! I do really love you ‘‘ Oh, love I 

— ^you haven’t the least idea what it is, you little ” 

Afterwards, during the war, when her father was mixed up 
in all the racket of shipping and water-power and mines and 
forests, she knew that there had been something going on between 
him and other women. At least a couple of times there had been 
a talk of divorce. In some way or other she had got the impres- 
sion that her father’s loVe affairs were always urihappy — ^it was 
the kind of thing that suited him, when his ladies raised tearing 
scenes and broke with him, and he could love them in real anguish 
of heart. In the old days, when all at home was sunshine and 
happiness, he had been wild about sentimental songs and books 
which made the tears run down his cheeks as he read them. He 
had been a happy man at that time, she felt that ; enormously 
strong, with a health that could stand anything, an unusually 
capable seaman too he was said to have been — and it must have 
been a disappointment to him that her mother was what she was, 
colourless as water, a woman on whom nothing made any lasting 
impression. So he transmuted his disappointment, got senti- 
mental over it and even enjoyed it. So long as nothing could 
deprive him of the feeling that he was fortune’s favourite for all 
that. When things went to smash and every attempt he made 
to recover himself only led to fresh disasters, he broke up alto- 
gether, just as a really ripe and juicy fruit goes rotten after a blow. 

Her mother’s maiden name was Sivelang, and Ida Elisabeth 
had always thought that name had a strange, enchanting sound. 
Her mother’s father was a watchmaker, but his father again had 
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beea a painter, and in 1914 he was discovered. The pictures he 
had given away to relations and friends or sold for a trifle were 
routed out and exhibited, and a book was written about him. 
The two great views of the Sognefjord, which Ida Elisabeth had 
loved to sit and dream over when she visited Grandmother 
Siveking at the institution and which had afterwards hung in 
her and Coimie’s attic, were cleaned and given new frames 
instead of the old greeny-bronze ones with fir-cones nailed on 
them. The one with the stormy sky went to the National Gallery ; 
the other was given the place of honour in the music-room at 
Holstenborg, and after the bankruptcy it was bought by a Swedish 
collector. But long before Great-grandfather Siveking was dis- 
covered her father had been in the habit of saying that by gad he 
thought the old man’s pictures were much nicer than many of 
the paintings folks paid a heap of money for at the exhibitions. 
And when he saw Ida Elisabeth’s drawings he laughed and said 
maybe she’d be able to do something in tlmt line — she seemed to 
have inherited old Siveking’s talent. Of course when Siveking 
became famous he was fearfully proud of having seen all the 
time that this was good stuff, and now there could be no question 
about it, Ida Elisabeth must have a chance of perfecting her 
talent. She herself was then more inclined to do something 
else — ^she did not quite know what, to learn weaving or working 
in metal or designing furniture. Or perhaps to be a jeweller ; 
they had been to a jeweller’s in Copenhagen, and this was a 
lady who had herself made the loveliest things. Her father was 
all for it — Norway’s first woman jeweller, that wasn’t bad ! 

Even in his sea-going days her father had been a great one for 
buying pretty things to bring home. Such objects as had come 
down to her she had been forced to sell while living in Oslo — 
a casket of carved sandal- wood and mother-of-pearl, some great 
ornaments from North Africa with lovely blue and green enamel, 
set with big blood-red corals. The only thing she had left was 
a little ebony elephant with real ivory tusks — ^it must have come 
from Ceylon. Solvi and Kalleman were just as fond of it as 
she had been, when she took it down from the shelf and allowed 
them to pat it. 

Anyhow, her mother was always delighted to receive presents. 
She loved arranging her things and dusting them and laying her 
table tastefully when she had friends to take coffee with her. In 
other ways she was not a very domestic person. It was a shame 
to think such things, but Ida Elisabeth had the impression that 



IDA ELISABETH 


in a way she got over Herman’s death more lightly than the loss 
of her home and all the things she had been accustomed to have 
about her. She seemed to drift away from her children, or they 
drifted away from her as they grew bigger — no, it was their mother 
who had withdrawn herself from them, almost as if she had grown 
shy of them or as if the big children made her feel insecure. It 
was the inanimate objects that gave her a feeling of safety when 
she handled them. 

In the years of abundance she had been a frightful spendthrift 
— ^but her father had positively encouraged her in it. She gave 
one the idea of a woman of the world who had stepped straight 
out of a film or an English magazine. But Ida Elisabeth had had 
the feeling that her mother was not nearly so happy as she had 
been when they lived in that little villa of theirs by the church- 
yard. At the same time no doubt she was hurt at her husband’s 
infidelities — once more it was as though she were frightened by 
something she did not understand. For that matter she herself 
had probably had something on at that time — ^it was impossible 
to say whether there was any truth in what her husband cast in 
her teeth when he was drunk, but she was certainly not one to 
offer any great resistance when she had to mix with people whose 
ways were of that sort. 

The last few years, after they had landed here at Vallerviken, 
she too grew pretty bad. Especially after she had begun to 
tipple, and when she tried to pay her husband in his own coin. 
It sounded utterly against the order of nature, when her mother 
used coarse abusive language and accused her father and his 
friends of committing all sorts of debaucheries. 

And that, when Ida Elisabeth saw her again at Aunt Mathilde’s 
in Sandefjord — one would not have believed there was any truth 
in what she remembered of the last years at home. She was as 
it were nothing but the sister of Fru Baur, the dean’s widow — 
much younger, much prettier, for she had really grown charming 
again, bright in the face under her fair hair, with eyes a pure 
porcelain blue ; and always dressed as suited a widow. They 
both gave you the idea of being widows to such a superlative 
degree. Entirely of one mind about the difficulties of marriage, 
which was nothing but a trial, and nevertheless they mourned 
their husbands so deeply. Aunt Mathilde, by the way, hinted 
that Wenche might easily marry again, if she had a mind to. 
And her mother spoke sorrowfully of “ Carl, your father ” — how 
much he had felt Herman’s death, and what a blow it had been 
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to him when they lost Connie, but as to Ida Elisabeth’s mis- 
conduct, that had simply been the death of him. — ^But her 
affection for Soivi had been touching. 

And now they were lying here, both her father and mother. 
Ida Elizabeth had not been able to go to Sandefjord when her 
mother fell ill the summer before. If only they had thought of 
sending her money for the journey — ^but she had always pre- 
tended they were getting on quite well in writing to her mother. 
And when the coffin came she had not cared to allow it to be 
opened. She had been dead a whole week, and it was in August. 
She preferred to retain as her last memory of her mother that 
blustering grey February morning when they said good-bye to 
one another on board the boat at Sandefjord. Her mother had 
worn a little black hat, and the black fur collar of her coat was 
turned up ; it was not light enough for Ida Elisabeth to see her 
face clearly, but her mother’s cheek was cold and soft as that of 
a young girl, when she bent down and kissed her daughter, and 
her voice was faint and despondent : “ Now do take good care 
of yourself, my dearest child, and of the little one 

As she came out of the sexton’s she ran straight into the doctor. 

“What — ^are you here, little Ida ? ” 

“ Yes, but don’t tell anybody. I couldn’t get out to Vette- 
haugen, and now I must see about going home.” 

“ Are you going to walk all the way back to Berfjord ? ” 

“ Why yes, in this lovely weather She smiled. “ You’re 

a worshipper of summer too, doctor ! ” He had on a grey alpaca 
jacket and an old panama hat. 

“ M’yes. You’re very well, I hope } ” He looked her over 
with a smile. And then — ^all at once his great fleshy face con- 
tracted. It was tanned by the weather, with black' eyes beneath 
straight, pepper-and-salt brows, but his mouth was the special 
attraction, with delicate, narrow lips and a mass of fine little 
wrinkles running perpendicularly to his upper lip. He was 
always so freshly shaven too, and the skin of his cheeks and 
chin was dotted with tiny holes, almost like the end of a 
thimble. But she thought it looked nice, because it was Doctor 
Sommervold. 

Ida Elisabeth was annoyed with herself for turning so red. 

“ Lord I ” he said under his breath. “ Have you got yourself 
into a mess again ! ” 

She shrugged her shoulders, trying to put a brave face on it : 
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The fortune of war, you know. Speaking seriously — ^it’s 
no use being downhearted over a thing like that.” 

“ If you don’t deserve a "whipping ! What are you thinking 

of ? ” He held her hand in his great soft palm, patted it 

once or twice with his other hand. “ A thrashing you want ! — 
But anyhow you can come in with me now, and I’ll drive you 
home. Are you hungry ? ” 

I’ve just had coffee She nodded in the direction of 

the sexton’s. 

‘‘ But no proper food since you left home ? — Come along then ! ” 

It was lovely all the same, thought Ida Elisabeth, as she let 
herself sink into the deep chesterfield. The blinds with pictures 
on them of German baronial castles were half-drawn to keep 
out the sun ; they waved gently in the draught, and below them 
on the window-sill stood the doctor’s cactuses full of pink and 
scarlet flowers through which the sunshine glowed. You must 
take a proper look at them presently, Ida Elisabeth,” he said 
with pride. 

She took a gulp of the ice-cold drink. Vermouth and seltzer 
was good. And good to sit in a big room again for once — ^it 
rested the eyes to dwell on such a wide surface of dark carpet. 
There was plenty of room between the groups of large furniture. 
The old baroque chairs were upholstered in cross-stitch em- 
broidery, parrots and tulips, and the table with the black marble 
top inlaid with flowers in many-coloured stones had been brought 
home from Italy by Fru Sommervold’s parents years ago. There 
was a grand piano, and there were handsome things on the walls, 
and here by the window was the place where they always sat, 
in the deep leather arm-chairs. It was so gratefully quiet — the 
doctor lived here alone. In summer, to be sure, he always had 
the house full of visitors. — 

“ So thafs why Else is to come and stay with you this 
summer ? ” asked Doctor Sommervold. 

Else } Not at all — there’s been no question of Else coming 
to us.” 

‘‘ Then I may tell you that that’s what your mother-in-law 
is saying. ‘ Else is to stay with Frithjof and Lisken this summer,’ 
she told me ; ‘ Lisken can no longer manage ever3^hing by 
herself.’ ” 

Ida Elisabeth turned red and knitted her brows. The doctor 
went on, quickly and earnestly : 
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Now you’re to be sensible, Ida Elisabeth, you mustn’t 
agree to this. Poor Else, I suppose she’s quite a nice little girl, 
but she’ll only be a bother to you and no use at all. Of course, 
one can imderstand that the Braatos are anxious to find some 
place for her — they seem to be in worse difficulties than ever. 
But Else will never do anything for her living, unless she finds 

herself among perfect strangers 

‘‘ Perhaps that won’t be so easy. For Else to get a place 
among strangers. You know, it’s always been the family’s affair 
to see about that sort of thing. And they can’t go on finding 
places for them for ever.” 

No. No, of course it’ll get more and more difficult. — But 
you mustn’t let yourself be talked over, Ida, my dear ; you have 

your hands full with Frithjof and your own sffairs 

“ Besides, I haven’t heard a word about it,” said Ida Elisabeth 
with annoyance. 

“ You will then. But you’re not to agree to it ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth thought for a moment. ‘‘ Well, you know — I 
simply can^t. But it’s going to be horrid — ^if mother-in-law 
comes and proposes it — to say no. Because I must have some 
help, for a little while at any rate, in the autumn. And then 
mother-in-law won’t be able to understand why I couldn’t just 
as well take Else, She’ll be frightfully hurt, naturally.” 

Let her be hurt. You can’t take any more burdens on your- 
self, Ida Elisabeth, just because the Braatos have no idea that 
other people find it a bore to be saddled with their charming 
children.” 

That’s just it, she has no idea.” Ida Elisabeth was silent 
for a moment. I know mother-in-law’s an excellent woman 
in many ways. Kind at any rate. And she really means it when 
she’s lie that — affectionate and solicitous and sweet — ^with her 
Lisken dear this and Lisken dear that. But I must tell you, 
I know very well that all the time she’s saying : ‘ Poor Fritlyof, 
he did get let in for this far too young. And when he got such 
a big family to support all at once it’s no wonder the poor boy 
has lost heart. If he’d been allowed to have only himself to 
think of, till he was really grown up — ^and he had such a splendid 
future before him with my cousin. But then he must needs 

go and marry this Lisken Andst ” 

“ I see, you know that. Yes 

Ida Elisabeth said nothing for a while. Then she furtively 
got out her handkerchief — struggled to keep back the tears. 
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‘‘ Excuse me ! — Ugh, I hate to cry — ^it’s only because I’m not 
quite normal at present. You know I’m not usually one to 
howl 

“ No, goodness knows you’re not. But come in now and have 
something to eat.” 

How inconceivably better fish tasted when one had proper fish- 
knives to eat it with. And then it was so perfectly fried, and 
the piquant green sauce looked as charming as it tasted. The 
table showed as it were every possible modulation between what 
was good to eat and what was beautiful to look at — ^from the 
glass dishes of radishes and salad to the great bowl full of blue- 
bells and those little crimson and sulphur-yellow auriculas which 
are the first to come out. Hers had not yet begun to bloom. 
But here at Teie everything was earlier than elsewhere. 

When she was at school they used to run up in their play- 
time and pick snowdrops and bluebells in the copse outside the 
fence of Teie — well, they climbed over the fence too and helped 
themselves from the lawn, where it was blue with flowers under 
the big lime-trees. High up in front of the outhouses the 
forcing-frames shone white in the sunshine and there was a 
sparkle of rays in all the colours of the rainbow from broken 
glass on the ground. 

We’ll go and have a look at my hot-beds afterwards. Then 
you can take home anything you like. Borghild was here at 
the end of last week and I gave her some plants. That was how 
it was she told me that about Else.” 

You see, it’s true enough in a way, what she says,” the 
doctor went on after a pause. If only Frithjof had been let 
off having to think of others besides himself xmtil he was grown 
up. Only he never will be grown up. And when you come 
to think of it neither Jens nor Borghild has ever grown up. 
They were just two delightful children — ^and they passed for 
being something like infant prodigies in their time. She with 
her brilliant matriculation at seventeen — ^and she was lucky 
enough to have the chance of using her studious little brain just 
at the age when it is easiest for children to assimilate such know- 
ledge as is stuffed into their heads. There she stopped — ^as the 
model schoolgirl. Jens was looked upon with a little more 
scepticism — ^because he really is a good deal of an artist. And 
because he was full of evei^hing that was in the air at that 
time, all fire and flame whenever he came across anything that 
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passed for a cause or an idea. So folks who were inclined to 
be rather matter-of-fact discovered at once that he could never 
have thought out an}rthing properly, since he was always so 
enthusiastic. Besides, he played so well that nobody expected 
him to be fit for anything practical. I suppose that’s why he’s 
always found friends at need — up to now, at any rate. We 
humans are always rather more kindly disposed towards a person 
who does us the favour of turning out as we have prophesied.” 

Yes, but there is something about them which — ^well, some- 
thing touching. Sometimes I almost think I’ve never met any- 
one who has managed to get so much out of life. Fancy being 
able to say, after nearly thirty years of married life, that there 
is no evil in the world that Jens and I cannot forget in one 
another’s arms. And such enthusiasm and optimism where 
their own children are concerned. And so happy-go-lucky as 
soon as a scrap of prosperity comes their way 

The doctor nodded. 

“ Oh yes. They’re artists in life in their way — ^if the art of 
living consists in getting as much as possible out of one’s moments 
and one’s own sensations and avoiding reflection. They have 
practised vitalism.” 

“ And that sometimes makes me think that Frithjof For 

he did have a happy home. When he left it he cut a fairly 
woebegone figure — though I’m not sure that he’s ever been 
aware of the fact that he was looked down upon. You see, he’s 
always had pretty lofty ideas of his own excellence, instilled into 
him at home, where all the children were so tremendously 
admired. He has no suspicion of his own lack of enterprise, 
for he doesn’t know what it is. He seems to imagine that if 
no one comes and fetches him and sets him to do something, 
he can’t be expected to find anything to turn his hand to of his 

own accord. And when he has been given work Why, 

he treats it exactly as he used to do at home, when he was asked 
to chop wood or weed the turnip-field— when he got sick of it 
or happened to think of something else he wanted to do, he just 
went off and forgot to come back. Father-in-law got furiously 
angry at times, and mother-in-law made a bit of a fuss, or else 
she lectured him in her kindly, improving way — ^and then Frithjof 
hung his head till it had blown over and they were in a good 
temper again. So it’s really no wonder that he has no inclination 
to grow up — ^resists growing up, without being aware of it. For 
one can’t suppose that he couldn’t } Do you know v/hat, 
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doctor ! In many ways he’s not at all stupid. There are many 
men who have less intelligence than Frithjof and who nevertheless 
manage to do their work and to be master in their house and 
really look after their children as a father.” 

“ Have you never thought over what I said to you here a 
couple of years ago ? That you ought to try to get out of all 
this 

‘‘ I’m afraid it can’t be done. As things are I get along, 
at any rate, I manage to provide for my children. And you can 
understand — ^living here divorced from Frithjof and having him 
running in at all hours to see the children, and then the Braatos 
— ^to know that they were discussing me with everybody — ^no, it 
wouldn’t do — ^not in a little community like ours.” 

‘‘ But what if you came here ? — To Teie.” 

“ Here ? To you ? ” 

Yes. You could come and keep house for me, couldn’t 
you ? ” 

She burst out laughing. 

“ I fancy I can see Sina’s face ! And what about me — divorced 
too ! With three children ! Are you quite crazy ? ” 

“ Sooner or later I shall have to pension off Sina.” 

Ida Elisabeth looked round at the immaculate tidiness of the 
room. 

“ There doesn’t seem to be any sign of your having to do that 
for a long time yet.” 

“ There might be another possibility — ^when we had seen how 
things were going, and if we agreed it would be a happy arrange- 
ment — you might marry me.” 

Ida Elisabeth laughed aloud, 

“ Well, you know, that would be a solution ! ” 

Yes, you laugh at it. But I’m serious.” He pursed his lips 
for a moment, accentuating the vertical wrinkles around his 
mouth. “ In many cases there is some justification for the pre- 
vailing prejudice against old men marrying young women. But 
by no means in all. And I don’t believe that in this case the 
factors would be present which make this prejudice more than 
just a prejudice. Even though I am more than thirty years older 
than you — thirty-six to be accurate. People have such queer 
ideas of what it means to grow old — ^well, for that matter they 
damned well can’t help it, it’s one of the things one has to experi- 
ence for oneself — ^and the process may assume so many different 
forms. But I’ll tell you one thing, my girl — if a man can put up 
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with remaining the same as he has always been and yet under- 
going a ceaseless transformation — continuing to be the same in 
another way — then I can assure you it’s exciting to grow old. 
Assuming of course that the organism continued in good condition. 
You don’t know how exciting it is. One gets round things, is able 
to see them from one new side after another. That’s what is the 
critical moment in a person’s life, Ida Elisabeth — ^when he gets 
frightened because his outlook is changing — frightened because 
what he took to be a mountain in his young days turns out to be a 
multiplicity of peaks and crags with valleys and moors and lakes 
dividing them, and one can no longer see the trees for the forest. 
If a man tries to pull up at that point and to be himself in the old 

way ! Well, that corresponds exactly to the situation that 

may occur to one the first few times one is climbing a mountain 
— ^when one feels tempted to give up. If one does so, one’s done 
for. The day a man no longer dares to see that a thing has more 
sides than he has already discovered — ^he’s done for. Then 
senility sets in. Therefore an old man ought not as a rule to 
marry a young girl — ^he mustn’t do it if he has come to a stop, and 
still less if he’s still in motion. But now in the first place you’re 
not a young girl — and even as a yoimg woman you’ve had a fairly 
thorough experience that life is more manifold than one is apt to 
believe, so long as one feels oneself to be the most important 
thing in life. It would hardly astonish you very much, I think, 
if you were shown in a microscope the structure of what you had 
hitherto regarded as smooth, soft skin. Therefore I’m not sure 
that you and I wouldn’t be able to get a good deal out of it, if we 
decided to join forces 

‘‘ Well, it couldn’t occur to me to say that I’ve long been 
languishing here in a profound and secret attachment for you, 
Ida Elisabeth. To tell you the truth, I’ve never thought of it 
before. — But it struck me a little while ago that you match this 
house so well. I believe it would be quite a success — Changed if I 
don’t think it’s an inspiration. You know I’ve been fond of you 
since you were a little girl. And certainly not with any kind of 
paternal feeling.” He gave a little laugh. Companionate 
affection, call it that 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head slowly. 

“ Oh no, doctor. It sounds too fantastic. — Ugh, I almost wish 
you hadn’t said this.” 

Well, we won’t say any more about it. But at any rate you 
can think about it. That is to say, of course you can’t help doing 
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that. But I mean — think over what I have said. And then one 
more thing. If I can help you in any other way — well, I know, 
youVe told me before, you won’t accept anjrthing which would 
disturb our comradeship ; but situations may arise where one 
comrade can accept another’s help without being ashamed } In 
that case you mustn’t let this stand in the way. You understand, 
even if after mature consideration you come to the conclusion 
that you don’t want to embark upon any such thing as I have 
proposed — ^you won’t imagine that you’ve inflicted a wound on 
my heart, as they used to say in old days. At my time of life one 
no longer feels that sort of thing with the heart in particular — one 
never does that, I may tell you, it’s only a figure of speech. One 
feels with the brain and the whole organism. But one is no lon- 
ger to be compared with a locomotive which rushes forward along 

a laid track ; one is more like an instrument of precision 

— And there’s yet another thing. If you agree, I don’t think 
you need be afraid of an3rthing in the way of — old man’s love- 
making. For I myself haven’t the slightest feeling of having been 
thrown out of the front-door and sneaking in by the back-stairs — 
so as to bribe my way in like one who properly speaking no longer 
has any right to be there.” 

Ida Elisabeth kept her eyes on the floor. Then she gave herself 
a little shake, as though waking up. 

‘‘ Ugh, no — ^aU this is nothing but — ^you must know yourself 
that it’s impossible. Think of my children ! ” 

“ You may be sure that at any rate they would have a good home 
here.” 

“ And what about Ragna ? What do you think she would say ? 
And your grandchildren ? ” 

“ I’ll see about that. You may safely leave me to arrange that 
side of the matter. 

“ — But we can leave it at that, for the present. — ^Now we’ll go 
out and look at the garden.” 

In a way she certainly did have a feeling of inward support, as she 
sat beside him in the car and was driven along the shore in the late 
spring evening. The farther she travelled in time from that con- 
versation in his drawing-room, the more unqualified was the cheer- 
fulness of her impression. It was as though she had been given 
by way of a bonus something she had missed as a girl. It was not 
after all a final sentence, beyond appeal, that her life was and must 
be bound up with that of Frithjof and no one else — it was a false 

45 ^ 



IDA ELISABETH 

idea that she had had hitherto, that she could not be worth any- 
thing in herself, because she bore as it were an invisible brand : 
had belonged to Frithjof Braato. 

But all the same Without directly looking at him she saw 

the whole time Doctor Sommervold’s weather-beaten face, his 
black and silver-grey hair and the dark grey cowls of his eyebrows, 
the coarse skin pitted with hair-roots on the cheeks and chin. She 
had always been conscious in a way that the distance resulting 
from their disparity in age was precisely what made it possible for 
them to be on such intimate terms as in a sense they really were. 
It is like two people talking together over a fence — ^there is such a 
glorious ease about it, one feels almost on a confidential footing. 
As to climbing over and joining him — ^ugh, no, the very idea roused 
repugnance in her, and fear — ^it would put a stop to their being 
friends in the good old way. 

To be married to him would be downright unnatural. And she 
felt, no mattei how she might revolt against nature being thus and 
thus, no matter what exasperation and despair she might feel at its 
being as it were closed against her, although she was caught in the 
midst of it, as in a man-trap — there was something in nature which 
was not in her, and something in her which it lacked or escaped. 
Nevertheless, her place was in it, and when she had raged against 
it till she was tired, she felt its living warmth, felt that it was full of 
impulses and exhalations, not good, not evil, but lovely for their 
own sake. 

Its opposite, anything that was against nature — ^something 
within her offered resistance to the bare thought of it. It was 
stronger and more obscure than dread ; it had some connection 
with that feeling which makes people say : while there is life there 
is hope. There were things about which Doctor Sommervold 
had talked to her — well, in his mouth they sounded clean enough, 
like sterilized glasses and instruments in his hands. But they 
gave her the same feeling of invincible repugnance as the proposal 
that she should conform to custom and have her mother’s coffin 
opened. 
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I T ended in her taking Else after all. She did not do it with 
a clear conscience, for this was not cutting one’s coat accord- 
ing to one’s cloth. A confounded nuisance, too, that it should 

be so difEcult to say no to those folks 

Just as she had a good deal of work for the confirmation there 
came a comparatively large order for various things for the new 
nursing-home. Of course, she had Doctor Sommervold to thank 
for that. But now she must have help. She got Olise Lange- 
land to come in by the day. 

They were sewing one ^temoon in the sitting-room. The 
drenching rain streamed down the windows as if it had been 
flung against them by the bucketful, and the whole house shook 
as the howling gusts of wind struck it. Olise was engaged in 
binding some new wax-cloth — ^it was about the most unpleasant 
smell Ida Elisabeth knew of. 

Someone entered the shop, letting in the blast so that the 
doors of the sitting-room and kitchen flew open. Ida Elisabeth 
dropped the white frock she was making — ^got up — and it was 
her father-in-law who came into the room, with the water pouring 
oflF his oilskins : “ God bless the work ! ” 

“ Heavens, have you come out in this weather ! ” — Solvi came 
dashing in from the bedroom, she had recognized her grand- 
father’s voice. Ida Elisabeth took charge of his wet outdoor 
things, and Jens Braato seized the little girl, swung her up to- 
wards the ceiling. ‘‘ Are you my little girl to-day, too ? — ^and 
there we have the master himself, that’s the boy who hasn’t 
forgotten grandpapa — ^how well he looks now, Lisken — ^no, no, don’t 
put yourself out for me, I’d just as soon take a glass of milk if 
you have it ” — ^he followed her out to the kitchen — oh, very 

well then, but at any rate you must let me light up for you 

What have you done with Frithjof ? Hey, look at her now 

— ^I believe she thinks Bebbe’s got something for her in his bag.’^ 
The children were each given their sweets, while Ida Elisa- 
beth tried to get the stove to bum and told him that Frithjof 
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had been invited to the hotel — Clausen from Aarseth & Co. Avas 
here to-day. 

The smoke continued to pour out of the door of the stove 
and leak through all the rings. 

“ You’d better go into the sitting-room and shut the door, 
there’s good children. Solvi, tell Olise to clear the sofa so that 
grandfather may sit down ” 

“ Don’t trouble about that, I’d just as soon sit on the wood- 
box. But look here — ^this is from mamma, she was churning 
yesterday. And then I was to give you this letter ” 

Ida Elisabeth thanked him kindly for the box of butter and 
put the letter down on the bench. “ But do go in now — ^it’s 
smoking so here ” 

The envelope was damp and the ink had spread. Her mother- 
in-law’s hand was large and round, with thick down-strokes and 
many flourishes round the letters — ^Ida Elisabeth never saw it on 
the outside of a letter without a little dark foreboding that here 
was something coming that she would just as soon be without. 

She went and tentatively opened the outer door a little way. 
The wind came from the opposite quarter, but still the rain 
poured into the little porch as she stood holding the door and 
trying to dry her eyes with the comer of her apron. Till a 
violent gust came down from the mountain on that side and 
slammed the door in her face. Fortunately at that moment the 
fire burst into flame under the coffee-pot. 

She wiped her smarting eyes again and again, and then tore 
open the damp envelope : 

“ My dearest Lisken ! ” 

Three sheets. The first two about how much mother-in-law 
would have liked to come across with Jens, and why she had 
not been able to, and how they all were at Vettehaugen. Then 
it came : 

“ And you, my dear child, how is it with you ? My thoughts 
are so often with you at this time ! Poor dear, I am sure it must 
be getting difficult for you to grapple with all the things you have 
to do. But now you shall hear of a plan papa and I have thought 
out, which seems to us perfectly splendid for all parties. You know 
we are anodous that our dear little Else should gain some experience 
of housekeeping elsewhere than in her own home ...” Then came 
a page about Else’s cleverness and good nature. 

Not to be thought of. Ida Elisabeth thrust the letter into the 
pocket of her apron. She rehearsed her part, while getting ready 
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the tray for her father-in-law — discovered one reason after another 
for saying no. Till Jens Braato came out to the kitchen again, 

“ Oh, my dear, you shouldn’t have done that — making such 
elaborate preparations. But now I’d just as soon sit here, it’ll 
be less trouble for you. — ^The fact is I’d like to have a word 
with you in private.” 

As you please.” Ida Elisabeth rearranged the tray, taking 
off what was intended for the children and Olise and carrying 
it into the sitting-room. 

I say, Lisken ; do you think it’s good for Frithjof to hang 
about that hotel so much ? These commercial travellers — ^well, 
many of them of course are excellent people, straight fellows — 
but you know what Frithjof is like, rather imcritical, so ready to 
be impressed when older men whom he takes to be experienced 
and who cut a bit of a dash treat him as one of themselves 

This was as much as to say that his father was afraid Frithjof 
might acquire a taste for strong drink. It can’t do him any 
harm to meet Clausen, you know,’’ she said curtly. Of course 
there was something in what Jens Braato said — ^though most of 
the travellers she had done business with were steady men. And 
then she always had a hope that these acquaintances might be 
the means of getting Frithjof something to do in the end. Be- 
sides, it was so terrible to have him idling about at home when 
she was busy. 

‘‘ In a way it’s both a good thing and a bad thing,” said Jens 
Braato, for children to grow up in a home where they are 
protected from evil, where the breath of impurity is not allowed 
to penetrate. Or rather, speaking generally, it’s naturally a good 
thing — ^and thank God, Borghild and I have succeeded in it, I 
think I may say that. But you see, one result of it is to make 
them in a way very confiding — ^ready to put their trust in every- 
one they meet. — Well, that’s what I wanted to talk to you about, 
what Borghild says in her letter about sending Else here for a 
while in the summer.” 

Ida Elisabeth sat on the opposite side of the kitchen table, 
watching her father-in-law as he talked. He was an unusually 
handsome man. As he sat there, broad-shouldered and powerM 
in his grey homespun, with wavy golden hair combed straight 
back from the broad, clear forehead, a warm, weather-beaten 
skin and great light-brown eyes, so fine and bright — why, he 
looked like someone out of a saga, Nordic and romantic — exactly 
what he wished to be. 
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He had been the only son on Braatoy. And of cotirse it was 
true that they had had one of the biggest trading stations in that 
part of the country — though if, as he said, the people used to call 
his father King of Braatoy, they probably meant it as a joke. 
And he always referred to his mother as the daughter of the 
squire of Vetteland, and to the Vetteland folks as the cele- 
brated family of musicians. In a way all his family stories 
were true enough, no doubt, but in Jens Braato’s mouth they 
became so dreadfully romantic — the big wedding at Vetteland 
when his parents were married, and the tragedy, when old Braato 
went smash and hanged himself, and his own wedding, when 
Borghild von Post-Moe climbed out of a window one summer 
night and went off with him to town and they got married by 
special licence. Though the Lord only knew who might have 
been interested in stopping the match. She was governess at 
Sheriff Ramstad’s at the time and he was in the office there ; 
when Jens Braato had to leave the university after his father^s 
death the sheriff had found a place for him and taken him into 
his house, because he and old Braato had been good friends and 
he and his wife were also fond of music. But when Ramstad 
died, no successor was appointed ; the work was rearranged and 
there was no place for Jens Braato in the new office. Since that 
time he had tried a lot of different things — a soda-water factory, 
exporting eggs and fruit to England, a saw-mill — ^but somehow 
he could not make a success of anything. For many years now 
they had been living on their little farm, a piece of Vetteland 
which he had bought, and then he had some agencies for insur- 
ance companies and the like. 

It was in connection with some insurances that he was now 
on his way to Mokhus, “ but I think I’ll wait till to-morrow, 
the weather may take up a little. But please don’t put your- 
self out on my account — I’ll sleep on the sofa in the sitting- 
room, you needn’t make a bed for me. As long as I have 
a cushion under my head and a rug over me I shall do — 
grandly I ” 

But then there was this about Else. She had made some girl 
friends that they didn’t like. And then there was this new 
manager at the Co-operative store — ^he made a great deal of fuss 
over little Else ; they were afraid he might turn her head. The 
fellow was a regular lady-killer, and the poor child seemed to be 
a good deal taken up with him. But it appeared he was married, 
and his wife was not coming to Vallerviken till after the summer 
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holidays ; she was a school-teacher somewhere in the Aalesund 
district, where they came from. — 

Next day the weather was fine, but Jens Braato decided to put 
off his trip to Mokhus one day longer. He tidied up the garden, 
which looked awful after the rain ; he fixed some roof-tiles for 
Fru Esbjomsen and sawed off a broken branch of one of the great 
willows. He sawed and chopped all the wood in the shed for 
Frithjof, and he repaired Kalleman’s sports car which had been 
smashed the year before. He cleaned Ida Elisabeth’s cooking 
stove and tried the experiment of putting blocks under its feet — to 
see if it would draw better with a slight tilt. 

He was obliging and helpful, frankly and honestly he was. 
But now her eyes were opened once for all and she could not 
help thinking of the kind of obligingness and helpfulness that 
possesses children just before Christmas and other festive occa- 
sions. — Well, that too is frankly and honestly meant. 

He was in earnest too in saying he did not want to give any 
trouble. He took off the sheets and pillow-case with which she 
had made his bed on the sofa and folded them neatly — no need 
for that, my dear. She had given him a jug and basin on a chair 
— no need for that, “ I can wash myself xmder the tap in the 
kitchen.” Ida Elisabeth couldn’t stand anyone making his 
morning toilet in the kitchen, she couldn’t stand having anyone 
there at all when she had work to do in the kitchen, except of 
course the children — ^it was the only place in the house which 
she could have to herself now and then. And she disliked having 
anyone sleeping in the sitting-room — she was obliged to use it 
as a work-room, so it was hopeless to think of keeping it at all 
tidy, but at any rate she would prefer not to have it used as a 
bedroom as well. And having a visitor at all, when she was so 
busy, and being always in dread, whenever she had to try on one 
of these confirmation frocks, that one or other of the two men 
would come bursting in without stopping to knock 

But her mother-in-law was just as happy and cheerful if she 
had people sleeping in every one of her rooms — ^visitors were 
always welcome in her house, “ if only they would take things as 
they came 

And all the time Ida Elisabeth felt how her resolution not to 
receive Else was being undermined. As her father-in-law chatted 
away she caught one glimpse after another of the difficulties they 
were in just now. He did not complain exactly, just talked as 
usual, in the quiet, resigned way that was peculiar to him and 
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was rooted nevertheless in an everlasting vague optimism : some- 
thing would turn up. — But he told her a great deal without 
realizing how bad it was. 

This fellow he was talking about was in the habit of taking girls 
into the back room after closing-time and treating them to sweets 
from the shop. He had a motor-boat, and the use of the motor- 
van. It was a disgusting state of things, and more risky than the 
Braatos had any idea. That poor Else was keen on anything in 
the form of amusement or variety was not to be wondered at. And 
of course she was just as ready to get married as to live — and she 
had no small ideas of her own charms. She was really quite 
pretty, and her parents, the father especially, had never concealed 
their view that she was lovely — ^Golden Else they called her. 
She was certainly prepared to believe every word this manager 
fellow naight take it into his head to say to her — ^he was a married 
man, but probably she would only think it thrilling and grand 
if a man got a divorce for her sake — and would never doubt his 
intention of doing so, if he hinted at anything of the kind. 

AH the Braatos’ children had been brought up in an idyll of 
frankness and candour and taught to believe that all that about 
the two sexes was just like sim-bathing and nothing else. No 
doubt that was why their curiosity and desire to find out something 
for themselves had taken such nasty forms. And Ida Elisabeth 
had the impression that this was so, to a greater or less extent, 
with all those who were somewhat poorly endowed — who liter- 
ally could not entertain themselves, but were dependent on others 
to feed them with news or with old, long-hung stories from which 
they could cut chunks and chew them. People of that kind always 
had a predilection for gossiping about anything that had a taste 
of horror or sensation in it, accidents and murders and fires and 
the like. Frithjof devoured everj^hing he could find of this sort 
in the papers, and it was quite incredible how he remembered the 
smallest details of murders and shipwrecks and great disasters, 
even though they had happened many years ago. But he was 
attracted in a peculiarly intimate way by anything which lay, so 
to speak, outside the sxm-bath. A case of rape in Bergen, a 
story from one of the coast towns farther south about a band of 
boys and two girls under age, sinister rumours about lay preachers 
and in fact any scandal about the doings of pious folks — he showed 
a consuming interest for all this. Trifles which did not neces- 
sarily point to an3rthing wrong, but from which a certain class 
of observers drew fantastic and defamatory conclusions, imagining 
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their suspicions to be a sign of subtlety — these things he retailed 
at home, just as innocently, with no suspicion of good or evil, 
as when he repeated for her benefit the detective stories which 
he picked up all over the place and read with avidity. He smiled 
slyly when she pooh-poohed his suggestions : “ — ^rubbish, nobody 
can possibly know anything about that ” — and then he explained 
in detail how the scandal-mongers had arrived at their unsavoury 
results. And if she still continued to treat the gossip scornfully, 
he was as hurt as a child whose fondest illusions have been 
shattered by grown-ups. 

Of course, they might very well be lies, all the things people 
said about Margit Hamre’s doings in town. And the girl who 
was to stay at the parsonage this summer need not actudly have 
been planted there because she had done something that ren- 
dered her liable to deportation. But Ida Elisabeth knew Else 
well enough to be sure it would not make the girl any less eager 
to associate with them if she imagined them to be possessed of 
strange experiences. 

However, she saved herself from giving her father-in-law any 
promise to take home with him. She said, as was the truth, 
that she had invited Aslaug Meyer for the holidays, and that it 
was more practical for her to have Olise Langeland’s help this 
summer ; Olise had her own hand sewing-machine which she 
could bring, and she could sleep at home, and she could not 
only work at dressmaking, but at anything else that was required. 
No, the more she considered it, the less she thought that Else 
would suit. 

Then there came a formal invitation for them all to go and 
spend a whole Sunday at Vettehaugen. Her mother-in-law had 
arranged for a motor-boat to bring them. 

They had glorious weather up the fjord in the morning still- 
ness ; the jigging and coughing of the motor resounded far over 
the smoothly heaving water, and the mountains were bright with 
fresh green foliage against grey screes above and foaming white 
watercourses below. Vettehaugen lay within its little creek like 
a sanctuary, far removed from all the world in its own sweet 
summer life. Down the cliff under which the houses lay came 
the waterfall, magnificent after the rain ; it filled the air with 
its roar, and then the stream ran on in a curve along the garden 
fence, dividing the little farm into two parts, and fell into 
the fjord beyond the old pier and boat-houses. It was true 
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enough, as her parents-in-law were always saying : here was 
peace. 

As they walked up from the pier the girls came running to- 
wards them in light summer frocks, tearing down the green, 
flowery meadow. Behind them came the mother-in-law ; she 
embraced her grandchildren, her daughter-in-law and her son : 
‘‘ lovely to have you all here together ! ” Indoors the coffee- 
table was laid with flowers and a big cake, as for a birthday. 
Borghild Braato drew her daughter-in-law down on to the old, 
soft, well-worn sofa, stacked up cushions round her : Now 
you’re to make yourself really comfortable. No, children. 
Aunt Else and Aunt Jeja will look after you, to-day your poor 
little mammie must really be left in peace for once in a while. 
There, Lisken ! You shall have some good coffee, at any rate, 
I know you like it strong — though I dare say you otigkt not to 
drink such strong coffee just now, but for once in a while 

For once in a while, that was her mother-in-law’s motto, Ida 
Elisabeth remembered. She could not bear this motherly fuss- 
ing about what was good and what wasn’t good for her in her 
present state. Though she knew it was well meant ; one ought 
always to do what good one can to everybody, even though it may 
not be much in the eyes of the world \ that was her mother-in- 
law’s principle and she lived according to it. Poor Lisken, she 
doesn’t always have a very easy time, no, but to-day, at any rate, 
she shall have a real peaceful, comfortable rest — that was how her 
mother-in-law thought. Ugh, they were so kind, so kind — 
and had no suspicion of how little adapted she was for such 
stuffy family intimacy. 

In the course of the afternoon she had to submit to sitting 
alone with her mother-in-law. Jens Braato took the boys and 
the children out for a walk, and Else and Jamgerd had to get 
ready the dinner, “ Now you’ll see how clever they are ! They 
can cook very well, let me tell you, when they get a chance.” 
Borghild Braato was knitting a big white shawl : “ They’re so 
lovely and light, you know, and warm to wrap round them, when 
you have to pick them up and change them.” And she cross- 
examined Ida Elisabeth as to whether she was thus and thus and 
felt this or that, and gave her good advice. Then she let her 
work drop into her lap and looked across at her daughter-in-law. 

But now, Lisa dear, with regard to what you wrote about 
Else ; I’ve gone into the question whether it can’t be arranged 
after all. For, you understand, it would be immensely to your 
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advantage too — you don’t suppose we should expect you to pay 
Else any wages. Something to wear, whatever you see that the 
child needs most, but of course you get everjrthing of that sort 
wholesale — a trifle for pocket-money now and then, if you don’t 
mind, but it need only be so little, our Else has not been spoilt 
in that way, you know ! At any rate it must be much, much 

cheaper for you than having to pay Olise by the day 

Else would be able to borrow the old hand sewing-machine 
from the parsonage. And then Borghild Braato had rung up the 
teacher’s wife at Berfjord : Else could quite well sleep there 
while Froken Meyer was to stay with Lisken. And if she had 
any difficulty in getting a nurse, when the time came, she would 
arrange to come out herself and nurse Lisken and the baby in 
any case the first fortnight. 

Ida Elisabeth was on the point of revolting, when Borghild 
Braato looked at her and her eyes suddenly filled with 
tears. 

“ You understand, Lisken — ^it is so terribly important for us 

— to get Else moved into other surroundings for a time ” 

There was still a good deal of charm about Borghild Braato, 
Her face was shaped almost like a heart, and although it was full 
of wrinkles, one was struck by its youth on looking at it more 
closely ; her colour was such a faint rose and her skin was dotted 
with tiny freckles and as soft as silk. When as now her eyes were 
full of tears they reminded one of the bright eyes of a bird — they 
were not large and their colour was an ordinary grey, but they 
were frank and well shaped. Her features were small and straight, 
but her hair was pretty — she had worn it in the same way as long 
as Ida Elisabeth had known her — parted in the middle and combed 
down on both sides in gentle curls and waves like a picture of 
the Madonna. It suited her almost better now that her hair 
was as much grey as brown. 

She was short and was now inclined to stoutness, but this 
was not unbecoming, as she was so light in her movements, like 
a little round bird, a wagtail. Or in her brown summer dress 
with light spots she really reminded one of a mother grouse. — 
“ It makes me so anxious — ^for I’m afraid he’s not a good man, 
I don’t like him at all, and one hears one thing and another, you 
know. And Else is so childlike in that way, so simple-minded 
and confiding. I’m sure you understand me, Lisa dear — ^it would 
be such a sad blow to me if Else, who is so young and as soft as 
wax, should be the victim of a terrible disappointment. And 
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you know what cruel gossips people are and how easily a young 
girl may get a bad name 

Well, well, thought Ida Elisabeth, even if I can’t stand her, it 
doesn’t prevent my being really fond of her too, in another way. 
It’s only that I can’t stand her company, but she is an excellent 
woman, and she really does mean to be as kind as she can to 
everybody. She has no idea that anyone is so constituted as 
not to care for the way in which she shows her kindness. No, 
it won’t do even to think of the terror and despair this poor mother 
grouse would be thrown into if one more of her brood went so 
far astray that even she couldn’t help seeing how bad things 
were. — ^If Ida Elisabeth could avert it, this time in any case, she 
would have to do so. And so she promised : We can try at 
any rate. If it doesn’t answer then there’s an end of it.” 
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I T did not answer very well. This was only what Ida Elisa- 
beth had been prepared for. But she could not bring herself 
to send Else home. 

To be sure, there was no harm in Else. Nothing really good 
in her either, as far as Ida Elisabeth could see. As for getting 
her to make herself useful, Ida Elisabeth had not time for that. 
Else was always willing, when her sister-in-law tried to set her 
to some piece of work, but Ida Elisabeth had constantly to 
explain ever3^hing to her and show her how to do it, the same 
thing over and over again. So it was much easier to do it 
herself. And when Ida Elisabeth was not by her side to correct 
her mistakes, Else simply sat dreaming. 

Ida Elisabeth had been afraid they had not seen the end of 
that aifair with the manager of the Co-operative. And now, in 
summer-time, communication between Vallerviken and Berfjord 
was particularly active. And things had evidently gone pretty 
far with him and Else. The first week Else was obviously very 
anxious to talk. She made mysterious references to someone 
she knew whose marriage had been a mistake : “ and so it must 
be better that they should separate. It’s surely better that two 
should be happy than that three people should remain unhappy 
as long as they live. Well, don’t you agree with me } But, 
dear me, why not ? ” 

‘^Amongst other things because it sounds to me rather im- 
likely — either that two should be made happy, and one pre- 
sumably unhappy, or that three should go about being unhappy 
for the rest of their lives, simply because this fellow is not to 
be allowed to enter into fresh engagements until he has got 
hold of one to suit him. If he changed wives now, there’s 
every chance that in a couple of years’ time the same situation 
would arise, with two of the three demanding permission to 
try a new arrangement. Who is going to provide for the children, 
and who is going to sleep with them and help them when they 
wake up at night and have had bad dreams or are thirsty or 
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have to get up, while the parents are running around playing 
odd man out ? 

“ No, of course,’^ said Else eagerly, “ people mustn't have 
children until they know whether they suit each other. But 
all we yoimg people know how to manage that nowadays, you 
may be sure.” 

“ Honestly, I think there are many other things that it's more 
important you should know about,” said Ida Elisabeth, in spite 
of herself. 

Oh ? I assure you, thafs frightfully important. Tell me 
something you think more important.” 

“ Oh ” — ^but after all he was her husband and the brother of 
this child. So she merely said : “ For instance — you young 
people ought to know how deep is the mark one person leaves 
on another, when once they have been too closely connected.” 

Slowly Else’s face turned red as fire. She was a good deal 
like Frithjof in appearance, had the same kind of coarse, 
luxuriant, straw-coloured hair, and she too was so full in the 
face that her eyes seemed more or less closed up. Her mouth 
again was like her brother's, fleshy, but the lips were red only 
on the inside, so that they passed imperceptibly into the tense 
skin of the face. But tien altogether she was nevertheless 
quite pretty. 

Ugh,” said Else hesitatingly. “ I really think you talk so — 
well, almost indecently sometimes. Downright coarsely almost, 
if I may say so ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth felt so sorry for her all at once. 

But by the following week Else had ceased to talk about her 
friend. For she knew many other people out here and they took 
up her attention. So perhaps that unfortunate business with 
the manager would blow over. Ida Elisabeth made her a present 
of a really sweet pale blue voile frock, which delighted Else — ^it 
suited her well too. 

Then the summer holidays began, and visitors arrived both 
here and at Vallerviken. 

It worried Ida Elisabeth a good deal that all these people should 
see she was expecting again. Many of the summer visitors 
came year after year, and the elder women especially were so 
friendly and sympathetic and full of questions, when they looked 
in at the shop to buy sewing-things and bathing-caps and so on. 
She was often invited out too, but consistently declined. 
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She let Else serve in the shop as much as she could, but she 
had to come in constantly to find things that the girl could not 
lay her hands on. Another thing was that she had told Else 
she might take an hour off in the forenoon to go and bathe, 
when there was nothing particular to do. The first few days 
Else asked : “ May I go now ? ” But after that she took herself 
off the moment her friends appeared at the door and stayed av/ay 
the whole forenoon, came home breathless to dinner : “ Oh, I 
didn’t know I was so frightfully late ! Oh, I’m so sorry — ^it 
didn’t matter, did it, Lisken, that I stayed a bit long ? ” — In the 
evenings she was always out. Frithjof too was constantly on the 
go. There was a blessed peace about the house, thought Ida 
Elisabeth, when she had it to herself in the evening. 

The bedroom was not so very small, with a window on the 
garden side as well as two big windows looking on to the road ; 
but outside these were the great willows, obscuring the light of 
the room and casting a restless tinge of green over it like a 
reflection of the sea. When the wind stirred the pliant branches 
they whispered with a charming little murmur. Ida Elisabeth 
found such peace in here when she came to put the little ones 
to bed — 2 . little undernourished gaiety welled up in her. 

Solvi’s clothes were clammy, with an acrid smell of earth and 
perspiration, and the child’s cheeks were hot and red as fire. 
It was almost impossible to pull her things off her, she could 
not stand still. She had the same kind of eyes as Frithjof and 
Else; her glance darted restlessly hither and thither from 
within their narrow cracks, and the eye itself was dark and 
strangely dense like some kind of metal, without any sharply 
defined pupil. It suddenly occurred to Ida Elisabeth that clear 
eyes are those in which the coloured surrounding ring shows up 
light against the black of the pupil. Her own mother’s eyes 
had been clear, like shallow, bluish-green water — when her 
mother’s face was turned to the light there was only a tiny 
black speck in the middle of them, but when she was just awake 
they were large and black as coal, with a narrow blue ring around 
the dark hole. What handsome eyes her mother’s had been 
really, Jens Braato had handsome eyes too, clear and light 
brown with a living pupil which enlarged and contracted. It 
was from her mother-in-law that the children had these impene- 
trable eyes. 

‘‘ No, Solvi, stand still now i I don’t at all want to wipe up 
another pailful of water off the floor.” The little stool on which 
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the basin stood was rather rickety. Ida Elisabeth soaped the 
child’s hot and scrubby hands and held them down in the 
water — ^noticed how they positively quivered with the desire to 
splash. “ Ugh, child, one would think you had quicksilver in 
your body,” 

“ I have too,” said Soivi eagerly. ‘‘ I can feel it flying up 
and down ever 3 rwhere inside me 

‘‘ Oh, you — ^no, sit down so that I can wash your feet.” 
Clammy little feet, grimy with road-dust — ^her mother knelt 
down and washed Solvi’s feet slowly and caressingly : they were 
still so lovely and small, and it was fun to see the white skin 
appear and the toes turn rosy pink. 

** Mamma, what was the name of the little fishes that you said 
were inside me ? ” 

“ Oh, you ! They’re not fishes,” laughed her mother. 

What are they then ? ” 

They’re — they’re like tiny little beads of a kind of 
silver.” 

“ Then why don’t they come out when you do like that ? ” 
Ida Elisabeth was pressing out a little matter that had formed 
in the raw place on her knee — Soivi grazed her elbows and knees 
almost every day, the child was so boisterous. “Why don’t 
some of those beads come out when I hurt myself } ” 

“ Because they’re so far inside you.” 

“ Should I be dead if I hurt myself so frightfully that they 
fell out ? ” 

“ I dare say you would.” Ida Elisabeth pressed Solvi’s face 
against hers an instant — the child’s cheeks were so lovely and 
fresh after washing. “ Now we’ve got to do your hair, Soivi 
dear 

That was always the worst. The thick yellow mop that 
served her for hair was most horribly tousled, 

“ Ugh, you pull so, mamma. Auntie Aslaug’s much cleverer 
at doing my hair, Aimtie Aslaug does it so nicely I don’t 
even feel it 

“ Little noodle — ^you can’t remember Auntie Aslaug ; why, 
you were a little tot that I carried in my arms last time she saw 
you 

“ Oh yes, I can. Why, I saw Auntie Aslaug when she came 
and gave Kalleman and me our new shoes 

“ Oh, what stories you can make up ! She’s going to bring 
you those new shoes when she comes here.” — ^It had impressed 
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Solvi immensely when she and Kalleman had had to put their 
feet on a sheet of white paper while their mother drew a pencil 
roimd them — ^because Auntie Aslaug had written that she would 
give them some fine new shoes. 

“ Oh yes ! Aimtie Aslaug came back one day, she was on 
the pier, and then she gave us such pretty shoes. Mine are 
brown, and then they’ve got those thick white soles that look 

like pork and laces and gold eyelets 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head with a laugh. 

“ I must say you have some imagination ! There, up into 

bed with you. — ^Now, Kalleman, it’s yoxzr turn 

He looked much better, and he could talk more — was quite 
chatty at times when he was alone with her. This was the 
secret spring of joy that welled up in her and caused her not 
to feel the weight of all the rest any more than she did. She 
kept it to herself as she had kept her anxiety to herself. But 
when she had finished for the day and the others were out, 
and she was here alone putting the children to bed, the sense 
of relief, known only to herself, was allowed to gush forth and 
fill her with joy. 

Poor little Kalleman — he had been sitting as quiet as a mouse 
over by the window going through the box of old picture post- 
cards. He jumped down and darted across to her at once. He 
was sleepy and quiet — sat staring seriously at his sister who stood 
up in her bed steering a motor-boat. 

Mamma — ^mayn’t Kalleman come into my bed for a little — 

then he can be passenger, you see 

‘‘ No, you’re both to lie down and go to sleep.” 

Solvi fretted and whined a little before she gave in. 

Mamma, don’t go, will you ? ” 

“ No, if you’ll lie down like a good girl I’ll stay here till you’ve 
gone to sleep.” 

Ida Elisabeth sat down by the farthest window looking on to 
the road. From time to time the faint whisper stole through 
the willows and all their narrow leaves rustled. On stormy 
nights it was like a countless host of whips shrieking against the 
window, and in a particular kind of wind they grated against the 
glass with a strange sound like low wailing — ^but still she always 
thought she was fond of the two old willows here by the comer 
of the house. 

It was grey outside — the grey light of a summer evening; 
she could feel there was rain coming to-night. And indeed the 
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fine weather had lasted a long time. Between the trees and 
little houses she had glimpses of the sea with the reflected light 
on the water beyond the pier. The air was laden with the smell 
of the beach and of the hay which himg drying on the slopes. 
There was the chuck-chuck of a motor out in the creek and 
some people were talking and laughing down in the road — ^and 
then a lamp was lighted behind a blind above the bank ; the 
square of warm, subdued orange light seemed listening silently 
to all the faint and varied soimds that gave life to the evening. 

Ugh — she ought to go and make up Else’s bed on the sofa. 
If the child were left to do it herself when she came in, she 
would wake the whole house. But she did not feel equal to it — 
to getting up and setting about another duty just at the moment. 
And she felt she could not quite face the other room just yet — 
it smelt so, of shirting and cotton materials with dressing in 
them, and it smelt of Else — Else’s lilac soap and Else’s powder 
and Else’s frocks and the dirty stockings she had changed before 
going out and thrown down on the sofa. Behind the curtain 
which Ida Elisabeth had put up in the comer by the kitchen 
door hung Else’s clothes and tibere were her shoes. Piles of 
dressmaking materials lay by the sewing-machine and on the 
table, along one wall were stacked up boxes of hosiery and 
parcels of yam — things she could not find room for on the 
shelves in tihe shop. 

As she sank back in her chair Ida Elisabeth felt that this must 
be a kind of slackness that wrapped her round and plunged 
her into a deep animal lethargy. But her thoughts were in 
motion in this mild obscxirity of weariness, like a forest in the 
night breeze or seaweed swaying in the current — thoughts of 
the children in the first place, but also of the other people who 
had a place in her life — ^those of whom she was fond and those 
she cared for less. In rapid gleams she recalled things which 
made her smile, rays of joy and shades of sadness chased each 
other through her mind. But this was life, much more than 
what she lived through in the harsh, exacting light of day, when 
she always had to be ready for action and was made sharper in 
her nature by the necessity of being continually on guard, of 
looking out for anything that might go wrong or that had gone 
wrong, since all such things involved threats to the welfare of 
those for whom she had to answer. But it was delightful to 
be able to sit for a while and feel the sweet drowsiness shrouding 
all this in its twilight, while all the joys which were not allowed 
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to distract her during the labours of the day shone from out 
the dusk. 

She got up. As quietly as she could she stole up to the two 
little beds. 

Solvi was in a profound sleep. But on bending over the boy 
she saw that he was lying with eyes wide open. 

“ But, Carl, are you still awake, my darling ? ’’ 

Mamma, he whispered anxiously ; may the brownie 
sleep in my bed ? ’’ 

She gave a little laugh. The box of picture post-cards was 
in the other window. Ida Elisabeth searched through it by 
the pale light of the evening sky and foimd the dirty, crumpled 
card with the brownie and the Christmas pig that Kalleman 
loved so dearly. 

“ There ! But now you must be a good boy, lie down and 
go to sleep.” 

The boy gave a blissful sigh and drew the card under the 
bedclothes. His mother stood there a moment, passed her 
hand lingeringly over the round childish forehead, the slender 
softness of cheek and throat : But now you must go to sleep, 
my little one 

Then she went back and sat down by the window as before. — 
There were the raspberries too, they couldn’t be left till to-morrow, 
she would have to boil them this evening ; but she would wait 
a little, it was so good to sit here. 

Of course she was not glad she was to have another baby. 

Although at times she thought, all the same For instance, 

her mother-in-law had been here one day pouring forth her 
chatter : “ Well, after all there’s nothing so wonderful on earth 
as little children, when they’re quite small ! When they get to 
about six months old — and they can lie quite still for a long spell, 
looking at their fingers — arenH they charming ! ” Suddenly she 
saw it quite clearly in her mind’s eye — the expression of un- 
fathomable seriousness that may come into a baby’s face when 
it lies watching the movements of its own hands. A thrill of 
joy went through her at the thought — ^and then it smiles, a 
bright and rapid smile, when its mother comes to pick it 
up 

But with it came her anger and bitterness against all that 
made it impossible for her to enjoy anything to the full. Like 
a tethered animal mother she had to stand behind the counter 
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and look interested and listen to strangers who talked and talked 
and could never make up their minds, while she had to leave 
her children to look after themselves. She could not give her 
children properly cooked food at the right time, nor change 
their clothes when they got wet, she could not listen to what 
they had to say about things they had discovered, she was not 
on the spot to smack them when they did something that was 
dangerous or wrong, because before all else she had to provide — 
well, all that a father ought to have provided for them. It 
made things no better that she had to admit she was herself 
partly to blame ; she had known Frithjof almost all her life — 
so she ought to have known what she was doing when she threw 
in her lot with his. Nor was it any consolation to know that 
many mothers were far worse off. At any rate she did not have 
to leave her home, even if it fell upon her to provide for husband 
and children — ^and Frithjof was not a bad man ; he was hopeless, 
but in any case he gave her no cause for fear. 

Her own feeling was that she did not make unreasonable 
demands of life. She would be heartily content if they never 
had more to live on than they had at present — if only it were 
the husband who earned the money. The sense of shame was 
the worst — the shame of being married to a shirker. If only 
she could have been mistress of her own time, so that the 
children might have had the attention she was ready to give 
them, and the house might have been made into a home. But 
now her business encroached on everything. The shop over- 
flowed into the sitting-room, figures and calculations overflowed 
every other thought in her brain — what items have I got to 
cover, how shall I find the money for it, how much can I have 
over for the house and the children and Frithjof.^ Ugh, and 
how ugly they were, all the things she bought and sold — ^but the 
people here would have them like that, they had little to spend 
and little sense of what was pretty ; solid, dirty-grey or snuff- 
brown or leaden-blue stuffs they wanted, or straw hats in poison- 
ous colours and ugly, traced needlework. Just now there was a 
great demand for a dreadful kind of rubber aprons — ^it gave her 
such an unpleasant feeling in the tips of her fingers when she 
handled them. 

If only she had been able to work with living things and have 
her thoughts on things that had life — ^her kitchen garden that 
she loved to work in, and her fowls — washing clothes was fun 
too, when one got as far as going out and hanging them up, 
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and washing up and scrubbing floors were tiresome, but it was 
lovely to have got them done. And then she would have liked 
more plants in pots — ^it made her green with envy to go past 
windows which had swelling tea-roses and bright bunches of 
red and white pelargoniums pressing against the panes. Marit 
for instance — she had a huge green window-box full of Jacobaea 
lilies ; in summer it was like a regular thicket of long, narrow 
dark green leaves arching and crossing one another, and then 
in autumn came the flowers, as many as twenty at the same 
time. When they came out Marit always asked her in to coffee. 
They’re quite a common flower, said Marit. But Ida Elisabeth 
felt wild with longing, she did not quite know for what, as she 
sat and looked at all these tall, stiff stalks with bunches of great 
staring red calyces — the colour was so strange, so bright and 
clear, and the shape of each separate flower seemed so perfectly 
clean-cut and strong. Marit had given her some bulbs, and 
last year there had been a flower on the biggest of her plants — 
this year there would probably be one or two more, — And then 
she wished so much they could have kept pigeons. Herman 
kept pigeons at home when she was a child, and she remembered 
how amusing they were — bad-tempered though, to an extent, 
and they made a fearful mess. But they were so charming with 
those pink feet of theirs and the red ring round their eyes. Some 
light brown ones were specially handsome, and so were the 
grey-blue ones with a glint of mother-of-pearl in their throats. 
Their cooing was so delightful, and the flapping of their wings 
when they flew up, and the sight of the flock of them when they 
turned high up in the sky on a sunny day and the light caught 
their wings at that moment. — Maybe Carl would like to keep 

pigeons when he grew bigger If she could only have 

her wish to see and hear pigeons outside her windows once 
again. 

Good heavens, it wasn’t as if she asked for any luxury or a 
chance of being lazy. Only a home in which she could see 
things living and growing and flowering — ^and where she could 
shut her doors against people she didn’t care to have at close 
quarters and gossip she hated having to listen to. But even that 
was probably asking a great deal too much in our day — ^how 
many people nowadays are in a position to plant seeds in a garden 
and decline to see strangers ? Frithjof’s parents had managed 
to provide themselves with a home of this sort — ^but only by 
continually rel3dng on relations and friends being ready and 
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willing to help and keep the idyll going; they depended on 
others with the cheerful assurance of children. 

Aslaug Meyer had written offering to put off her holiday till 
the beginning of September, when Ida Elisabeth expected to be 
confined. Her presence would then enable them to avert the 
mother-in-law’s threatened arrival to act as nurse, and they 
would get Else out of the house as long as Ida Elisabeth was 
laid up. It was a great deal to accept, as in this way the visit 
would be no holiday for Aslaug. But the prospect of having 
another grown-up person with her was too tempting — ^and 
Aslaug was one of the few people she knew whose nature was 
such that she could accept their help. And she would escape 
having to be nursemaid to great and small alike during the 
poor ten or twelve days she could afford to lie in bed. 

But one day towards the end of August she received a thick 
letter from Aslaug. 

Bear Ida! 

“ When you have read this letter I eocpect youH he fairly shocked 

with me cmd think Tm a pretty despicable indvoidual But 

what is one to do, when everything l^ks as black as you know it 
always has done for Gunnar and me, and then there^s something 
else Tve never told you, I know that Gunnar is pretty well tired 

of me He has been so a long time, though he is far too honour-^ 

able to have said anything about it, but one notices that sort of thing, 
you may he sure. And his prospects of getting anything that will 
enable us to marry seem slighter than ever, N,B, If he still wanted 
to marry me, after the five years our affair has lasted. To marry 
somebody else — Tm sure he^s keen enough. Mutual interests, you 
understand, cmd the girl is young, pretty, and-^presumably — 
capable. And has influential connections — might at least be a 

chance for my poor old boy. You understand Yes, lifers a 

nice thing, isrCt it ? — Now you mustiCt think Gunnar^ s said any^ 
thing about this to me, oh no, heh far too delicate for that, not a 
word about being tired or pro tern, otherwise engaged, as they say. 
But you know how many kind people there are in this world who 
haverCt the heart to allow a poor wretch to remain in ignorance 1 ” 

Ida Elisabeth put down the letter — ^with a sickening sensation 
at her heart she sat still, feeling she could read no more. Till 
she chanced to see that the next sheet began : So by the time 
you read these lines your devoted Aslaug will have put an end 
quietly and decently to her romance with Gunnar Vathne ! ” 

66 



IDA ELISABETH 


Good God ! She hasn’t gone and done something desper- 
ate ! Ida Elisabeth read on with a throbbing heart : 

“ It will probably astonish you to hear that whm you read this 
I shall have gone to Oslo to be married to a man whose acqumntarice 
I made at the teachers^ congress this summer. You know I was 
engaged to play the accompaniments for some lectures on musical 
history 

The man’s name was Tommeraas and he was headmaster of a 
biggish country school in South-Eastern Norway — Furuberg post 
office, Ida Elisabeth didn’t know where that was — z. widower 
with an only son who was a missionary in Madagascar — Lord 
save us, could that be any match for Aslaug ! 

It was almost worse than suicide. In spite of all Aslaug 
wrote about Tommeraas being a generous, high-minded person 
and that they had many ideas in common. I donH think I 
am likely to he unhappy with him. And it is to be hoped that 
Gunnar will be happy y now that 1 no longer stand in his light. — At 
all events we have known the great happiness together y and how 
many people can say that ? Ich grolle nicht ! ! ! ” 

Naturally Ida Elisabeth had guessed, when she was in town 
last Christmas, that it was wearing rather thin between those 
two. But she had never imagined anything like this. It was 
true Gunnar was a few years younger than Aslaug — ^well, some- 
thing like six years it was. And the last few years had told 
badly on Aslaug — ^though to be sure they had told even more 
on him ; Aslaug at any rate had had something to do all the 
time — ^he had been altogether idle for most of it. — But this was 
so sad she didn’t know what to say to it ! Oh, Aslaug, how 
pretty she had been and what great expectation she had had. — 
Of course it was a terrible disappointment to herself too, that 
Aslaug was not coming. She had never had any other woman 
friend. 

When they first became acquainted in Oslo they agreed to 
share the little room in Thor Olsen’s Gate — well, if she had been 
certain of anything it was that Aslaug would make her way in 
the world. They were as poor as church mice, both of them,, 
but it seemed to give her fresh courage simply to share Aslaug’s 
belief in the other’s future. So it would fall to her lot to see 
one who made a success, who moved over to the sunny side of 
life, as Aslaug herself put it. Aslaug had come up to attend the 
conservatoire ; she was from the north, but what she had to 
say about her home was rather vague and varied from one time 
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to another — ^the only invariable point referred to an inheritance 
which she had already gone through when Ida Elisabeth met her. 
Altogether she had had an imconunonly lively imagination at 
that time. But she believed so firmly in herself : a debut 
concert with the orchestra of the National Theatre, a travelling 
scholarship, appearances abroad, fame — you’ll see, my girl ! ” 
It had reminded her, by the way, of Frithjof’s dreams of the 
future before he was grown up. Perhaps it was her association 
with Aslaug more than anything else that had made her receive 
Frithjof so sanguinely when he turned up again — she suddenly 
saw that now. 

But it was so desperately sad that with Aslaug too it had only 
led to trumpery results. She had had a chance of playing in 
public a few times — ^her own debut concert had never come 
off — ^but she had appeared, and there had been a few lines about 
her in the papers, just that. Then she met Gunnar Vathne, 
and the result was a love of which the world had not seen the 
like in all the years it had been spinning round the sun. Briinn- 
hilde and Isolde — oh, they were only flat soda water compared 
with this ! Vathne was an attractive lad for that matter, quiet 
and well-bred. He had come up to town to study law, but then 
there was such over-production of lawyers. When he got that 
appointment as correspondence clerk in the Cyclops works, 
Aslaug left Oslo in hot haste so as to be near him ; she was so 
certain of getting as many pupils as she could take ; it would 
all go swimmingly. She had never done more than just scrape 
along. Things grew worse still after she had been given notice 
at her first lodgings because she let Gunnar live with her, when 
the Cyclops closed down. And this craze for gramophones and 
radio made it difficult for a pianist to get pupils or any other 
work. 

No, of course what Aslaug wrote was true, their prospects 
had really been hopeless for a long time. All the same it was 
terribly sad to think of — ^now she was called Fru Tommervold, 
or Tommeraas, was it ? — ^and her husband was a schoolmaster 
and a widower and old enough to have a grown-up son — ^who was 
a missionary in Madagascar into the bargain ! 

At the beginning of September Ida Elisabeth gave birth to a 
still-bom boy. 

A few nights before she had dreamt that the child lay in her 
lap and she was changing its clothes. It was a little boy, and 
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he was so pretty — ^neither of her other children had been par- 
ticularly pretty as babies, but this one was so charming. As 
she turned it over on its back she saw that it had light brown 
eyes — a curiously beautiful, reddish-brown colour, but they 
were quite clear and bright. On waking and recalling her 
dream she was filled with gentle, expectant joy. Although she 
had heard it said that no child is actually bom with brown eyes. 

The little dead child was not the least like her dream-boy. 
In spite of this she felt a despairing impulse to place a finger on 
one of the closed eyelids and peep underneath to see if the eyes 
were brown. But she dared not do it, it would be like profaning 
the little corpse. 

The child had been born in the morning and the same after- 
noon her mother-in-law came out. Borghlld Braato burst into 
tears as she bent over the bed and kissed Ida Elisabeth : “ Oh, 
my poor, poor, poor Lisken ! We were so distressed, papa and 

I, when we heard the sad news ” 

The tears trickled clear as pearls down her soft freckled cheeks. 
But after a while Borghild Braato began to chat. Sitting on a 
chair by the bed, with Ida Elisabeth’s hand in hers, she said 
one could never know — God has a purpose in all He does. 

Maybe it was for the best after all 

Ida Elisabeth knew in her heart — and it filled her with a bitter- 
ness not to be borne, and with a rebellious indignation with her 
fate — it was uncannily true that it was for the best after all 
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T his bitter feeling continued to prey on her. All sorts of 
people who had no concern with it offered her the con- 
solation : perhaps it was for the best after all. 

Solvi complained loudly that she had not been given the little 
brother she was promised. Aunt Aslaug had sent the shoes by 

post, but Solvi wanted to have a baby as well 

Frithjof had been tearing about all through the summer holi- 
days — ^many of the regular visitors who had knovm him from 
a child invited him to make trips with them and were altogether 
very kind to him. In the summer holidays he could simply plant 
himself where he chose. He had scarcely had time to see any- 
thing of the children. 

He was still away from home a great deal after Ida Elisabeth 
was about again. She assumed he noticed how depressed she 
was and went where he found more cheerful company. But then 
first one and then another came — ^in obscure hints to begin with 
and afterwards in plain words they gave her to understand that 
when Frithjof said he had been in such or such a place, he had 
really spent his time in the hotel at Vallerviken, making him- 
self utterly ridiculous by flirting with the new girl they had 
there. 

It was her customers who brought this information — they 
didn’t think it right that she should be kept in ignorance of the 
state of things. Ida Elisabeth could not tell them to clear out ; 
she had to pretend she knew about it and didn’t think it need 
be taken seriously. 

Nor was there any need to take it so, of course. He had tried 
that game before — ^all nonsense of course, there could hardly be 
any woman so stupid as to do anything but laugh at Frithjof’s 
courting. But she was mad with him for having once more made 
a fool of himself. And then he hadn’t the least idea that he was 
making a laughing-stock of himself. He believed he was cutting 
a dash when he fluttered about playing the gay dog. 

One evening when Frithjof stayed at home on account of dirty 

70 



IDA ELISABETH 

weather Ida Elisabeth made up her mind to say a word or two 
about it. 

Else was out, and when Ida Elisabeth had finished her wash- 
ing-up she seated herself in the parlour with her basket of darn- 
ing. Opposite to her Frithjof was sprawling over the table with 
his elbows stuck out and his chest leaning against its edge, exactly 
like a schoolboy over his lesson books ; he was entirely absorbed 
in a copy of one of the popular weeklies, and he licked his finger 
every time he had to turn over. He looked so innocent sitting 
there with his bent head under the lamp and his coarse yellow 
hair bristling in all directions — it was time he went and had it 
cut again 

He looked like a picture of peace and innocence — ^and Ida 
Elisabeth knew to a nicety how he would look when he gave a 
start — ^if she asked him whether he thought it amusing to have 
folks talking about him and that Berta at Jensen’s hotel. — After 
all, why should she say anything ? Let people gossip. Soon 
it would be winter ; then there was never a soul at the hotel, except 
a chance commercial traveller — and Frithjof couldn’t very well 
go off to Vallerviken in cold blood and sit down in the arctic 
solitude of Jensen’s dining-room, with a cup of chicory or a small 
herb-beer, simply to have a talk with the lady 

The raindrops pattered and pattered against the window. The 
wind had dropped, but it was still pouring. Ida Elisabeth let 
Kalleman’s guernsey sink into her lap. Frithjof raised his head 
slightly : 

“ What makes you look at me like that ? ” 

If he had not been so unshaven that the light stubble blurred 
the lines of his chin, he would have looked like a boy, as he lay 
with chest and arms resting on the table, sucking at one of his 
knuckles. The faded cherry-coloured pullover suited him — 
there seemed to be just something or other wanting to make 
him a handsome man. 

“ It’s so thick outside this evening. Oughtn’t you to go and 
fetch Else — ^so she won’t be by herself along the beach ? ” 

Frithjof leaned back, tilting his chair. He dug out a packet 
of cigarettes and lighted one : 

“ There’s sure to be someone to see her home.” 

“ I say — ^now that Jarngerd’s going to Aunt Gitta’s, don’t you 
think your mother would like to have Else home again ? ” 

“ No, mamma says she’s to stay here for the winter. She’d 
rather get a girl to help her and let Else stay with you,” 

71 



IDA ELISABETH 


“ No, I won’t have that.” Involuntarily she glanced at the 
bedclothes on the sofa, the washing-stand, the curtain in the 
corner with clothes hung behind it. Her mother-in-law would 
think it was only contrariness on her part to dislike having the 
whole house invaded by bedroom stuffiness — ^but now she had 
had enough of it. 

‘‘ I must tell you ” — ^Frithjof smiled slyly — Else seems to 
be deeper than we thought, and that’s what mamma’s discovered. 
When we thought she was out with her girl friends, she was more 
likely to be meeting somebody quite different. Several times. 
Went out to Helle in his motor-boat too. — So it’ll be safer if 
you keep her for the present.” 

Why should I — when she’s meeting him on the sly all the 
same ? ” 

‘‘ Oh yes — otherwise it’ll happen much oftener, you under- 
stand.” 

Ida Elisabeth shrugged her shoulders and went on with her 
darning. 

After all, I suppose the whole business is nothing very serious ? 

Only fooling ? Heavens, Frithjof, you don’t believe what 

Else says, that he’s over head and ears in love with her } And 
who’s that Berta Helle that was at Vallerviken this summer ? 
— she^s been boasting ever3rwhere that you^re her great conquest.” 

Good heavens, Lisken ! ” He blinked his eyes in dismay 
and turned red as fire. “ I’ve no idea what you’re referring to ! 
Berta — ^I certainly don’t know anybody of that name — as far as 
I can remember. At least — ^unless I’m mistaken her name was 
Berta, that new lady Jensen engaged this summer — ^I’m not sure, 
but I almost think her Christian name was Berta 

“ Yes, she’s at Jensen’s hotel.” 

“ Well, I never heard such nonsense ! I was in the hotel a 
few times last summer ; you know, Steffensen had his cutter 
here and I used to sail with him, I’ve told you that. And then 
I’ve sat there a few evenings since. You know it’s just opposite 
the Co-operative — ^I thought I’d better keep an eye on that fellow ; 
she is my sister 

“ Well, have you known about this long — ^that Else was meet- 
ing him all the time } ” 

“ Known ? — ^well, you know what gossips people are. So I 
thought there’d be no harm in doing a little investigation.” 

Ida Elisabeth was silent for a few moments. 

“ It would have been better if you’d told me this before, I 
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think. Why in the world haven’t you said a word about it 
before ? ” 

I didn’t dare.” He gave her a rapid, unsteady glance out 
of his slits of eyes and turned red again. “ Do you know what, 
Lisken, it isn’t always so easy to talk to you. One never knows 
where one has you.” 

As she made no reply, but gave him a questioning look, Frithjof 
burst into a rapid flow of words : 

“ It really isn’t easy — ^mamma says the same. You’re not at 
all frank — there’s something so — secretive — ^about you, we all 
find that. Poor Else complains so bitterly of it at times. Just 
when you’re as mild as milk and we think there’s no danger, 
you come jabbing at us with a reference to something we did 
so long ago that we thought either you hadn’t noticed it or you 
didn’t consider it worth talking about. Poor Else, she was really 
quite unhappy about it — ^last time we were at home she told 
mamma that one day you’d made her a present of some fine 
underclothes, but when she wanted to embrace you — she was so 
delighted — you switched over and gave her a lot of abuse about 
some soiled underclothes that she’d stuffed into the sofa and 
forgotten and some of your own that she’d happened to burn 
a hole in when she was ironing. — Yes, that’s what’s so devastating, 
we never know where we have you — jiist when you’re as nice 
and pleasant as you can be and we think you’re in the best of 
humours and can’t do enough for us — you come out with some- 
thing or other which shows that you’re not like that at all. You’re 
so wanting in frankness^ Lisken ! Honestly, you’re a pretty 
difficult person to live with, let me tell you, my dear.” 

Ida Elisabeth looked at him thoughtfully : “ Perhaps so 


No doubt they were right. That was how it looked, seen from 
their side. — As a matter of fact she had spoken her mind to Else, 
that evening in the summer when she came home and found the 
kitchen full of stifling smoke. Else had gone out and forgotten 
to take off the electric iron, so that it had burnt through the 
clothes into the ironing board. It might have set fire to the 
house, she had said. Not much more than that, for what was 
the use ? But when after that she gave Else the set of violet 
silk underclothes that the child had set her eyes on so long, she 
had tried to say something to her about her monstrous untidi- 
ness. The fact was, Else was a regular pig — ^but at any rate she 
hadn’t used that word. — The Braatos’ children were accustomed 
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to their parents losing patience now and then ; at such times 
Jens would storm at the youngsters like mad, and there might 

be some slaps Or their mother would abandon herself 

entirely to wailing and lamenting, till she found vent in a deluge 
of tears. But when they had worked off their rage they were 
as mild as ever and everything went on again in the old groove. 
Nobody had ever been disagreeable to those children except for 
the purpose of letting off steam — ^nobody expected anything else 
to result from it. In general they were accustomed to regard 
all they heard said as a mere outburst of feeling. 

It was really a pretty hopeless state of things. She had accus- 
tomed herself to saying a great deal less than she meant, but at 
any rate not to say anything unless she meant it. If she did 
her best for them, since fate had made them her dependents — 
and they then discovered that she was not so passionately devoted 
to them after all — they must naturally regard her as false and 
secretive, the opposite of what they understood by frank and 
natural. So they filled her up with lies — ^it was the only natural 
course for them. Poor things, they were undoubtedly sincere 
when they answered in an injured tone : why didn^t you tell me 

what I was to do, why didn^t you ask me to do so-and-so ? 

Why didn’t you say I was to stay at home ? asked Else when she 
came home in the small hours, the night that Ida Elisabeth had 
had to go herself and telephone for the midwife. Before that 
she had been obliged to finish the boiling of some jam — but dear 
me, you might have asked me to do that, said Else. They meant 
it. But it never occurred to them to do a single thing unless 
they had been expressly told about it. And if it was a case of 
asking someone to do a thing for her, she preferred to do it her- 
self, if it were in any way possible 

So it was, and there was no getting over it. But it was a pity 
for the sake of the others as well. 

“ At all events I didn’t mean any harm by it,” she said with 
a little sigh. 

Dear me, no ; you may be sure I understood that,^^ With 
a wink in his eyes and his lips pinched in a significant smile he 
rocked his chair and nodded at her. 

“ So you can be a bit jealous of your husband still ? ” he said 
with a teasing laugh. 

Ida Elisabeth folded the guernsey she had been darning and 
took another garment out of the basket. Of course he believed 
it was that 
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At any rate I don^t know why yon need give aU the old women 
something to cackle about.” 

Oh, you’re a good one ! ” he laughed with growing cheer- 
fulness. 

However, after this there was an end of his trips to Vallerviken. 
Else too stayed more in the house. She and Frithjof had doubt- 
less discussed matters. Now and again Else would come of her 
own accord and ask if there was an3^hing for her to do, and Ida 
Elisabeth began to think it might be her own fault that she had 
not succeeded in training Else at all. Perhaps with a little more 

patience Only it appeared that a little patience was not 

enough. Else had to have ever3rthing given her by the teaspoon- 
ful. Ida Elisabeth herself had not properly recovered from her 
last confinement — there was nothing definitely the matter with 
her, only she felt powerless and uneasy, excitable in a queer and 
horrid way. And this morbid filing of disinclination was all 
the more tiresome when Frithjof and Else were really trying to 
show themselves kind and obliging — ^at this time they often let 
it be seen that they knew they were being well treated and appre- 
ciated it. But these were just the occasions when she had to 
make a serious effort to be calm and not cross. 

Frithjof was running round on his bicycle again and took Solvi 
with him — Kalleman was afraid to sit on the machine. Do be 
careful,” said Ida Elisabeth, when Frithjof proposed to Solvi 
that they should go for a ride — the roads were pretty bad after 
the long spell of autumn rains. You know very well I’m not 
rash,” he laughed. Nor was he, she thought ; it had never 
occurred to her to be seriously anxious. 

And not a glimmer of presentiment had prepared her for what 
was coming. — ^She was standing on the step-ladder in the shop, 
arranging on the shelf the new waterproofs she had got in ; Else 
stood below and handed her the parcels one by one. From 
where she stood Ida Elisabeth could look out through the shop 
window ; she saw the doctor’s grey Essex come ruslung in from 
the Mokhus road at a terrific speed and turn past here — ^some- 
one being sent to hospital, she thought ; the boat was lying at 
the pier. The car stopped just outside. “ What are you doing. 

Else ? ” she cried in irritation ; come here and hand me up ” 

but Else was already at the door. Ugh, what is it now,”said Ida 
Elisabeth impatiently ; then there came a loud scream from Else : 

Oh ! Frithjof — ^something must have happened to him ! ” 
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Ida Elisabeth jumped down from the steps and followed the 
girl out. A lot of people were already standing round the car. 
The sun was shining, mild and autumnal ; the water of the creek 
glittered and glittered behind bare trees and the grey gleam of slate 
roofs, and from below came the sound of a bell and the steamer 
putting out from the pier. Ida Elisabeth sensed it all, sensed 
the blue of the mountains rising up on the other side of the fjord 
through the light-drenched haze ; on their summits the new snow 
was already lying white. She remembered afterwards something 
light lying on the dark, muddy ground — the fallen leaves of the 
willows on the road in front of the house, and within the garden 
fence the leaves of raspberry-bushes lying with their silvery 
under-side up. But beside the car stood Frithjof, and the blood 
was running down over his face, and it was smeared brown with 
mud ; his clothes looked as if he had been rolled over and over 
in the road, he had lost his cap and his hair was caked with blood 
and dirt — ^and when he moved his hand, that too was bloody 

‘‘ But, good God, what have you done to yourself — whereas 
Solvi ? she asked, and the moment she asked after the child 
it was as though time and place faded from her and she was 
left hovering in sheer expectation. 

But she did not even listen to Frithjofs answer ; in breath- 
less tension she bent down and looked into the car, where a red- 
haired yoimg man, the locum tenens, sat holding the child wrapped 
up in something 

“ Careful — can you take hold — ^so — ^he passed the bundle out 
through the door of the car into Ida Elisabeth’s arms, and trem- 
bling with horror she felt for an instant that the child’s body 
was lifeless in its heaviness ; she had a glimpse of the face, 
battered and bruised — and when the strange man stepped out 
his light grey clothes were bloody and stained with mud. He 
took die child from her again, went in front and carried her in. 
She heard Else whimpering by her side and realized that the girl 
was hopping and tripping as little children do when they have 
burnt themselves, and she was gnawing at her knuckles. 

— They were in the bedroom, and there was one more with 
them, a young woman in a leather motoring cap, a light blouse 
and breeches. She said something that Ida Elisabeth did not 
understand, and then she began taking the blankets and pillows 
from Ida Elisabeth’s bed and putting them on Frithjof’s. She 
smoothed out the under-sheet — and there the two strangers laid 
Solvi — Solvi with closed eyes and smeared with blood, a red 
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stream oozing from her mouth, her clothes all tom and grey with 
mud — the heavy wrap that had been wound about her fell with 
a crash on the floor by the bed, and the lady said to Ida Elisa- 
beth : “ Oh, would you mind picking it up, to give us room 

Ida Elisabeth stood holding a heavy leather motor coat in her 
hands and heard the strangers asking for water, warm water, 
clean towels or sheets — ^saw the lady cross the room and pull 
down the blinds, as some faces appeared at the windows trying 
to look in 

‘‘ That comes from the teeth; theyVe been loosened,’^ said 
the doctor, as he opened Solvi’s blood-stained lips with a finger. 
“ She fell right on her back, but she must have had a blow on 
the mouth from the handle-bar or something. — ^No, I hope it 

isn’t — ^but she’s certainly got a concussion My wife will 

see to you directly,” he said to Frithjof, who loomed huge and 
dismal at the foot of the bed ; “ only we must attend to the 
little girl here first.” 

Frithjof was talking in a loud falsetto : “ — ^I kept right out 
at the edge of the road as soon as I heard the lorry coming, but 
it was Ola driving, and he doesn’t care how he drives, at least 
eighty kilometres he was going, and then the lorry skidded at 
the bend, you understand, doctor — ^it was loaded with boards 

“ Oh, Fru Braato, would you be kind enough to get the others 

out of the room, so that I can examine the child in peace 

The doctor was cutting the clothes off Solvi. 

Ida Elisabeth turned, as though awakening, from the sight of 
the motionless child on the bed. The others — Kalleman had 
somehow come in and stood by her knee uttering little screams ; 
Else was in the room whining shrill and excited questions ; 
Frithjof repeated over and over again : ‘‘ It wasn’t my fault, 
indeed I couldn’t help it, I kept right out at the side of the road 

and Fru Esbjornsen came in with a steaming kettle which 

the doctor’s wife took from her. 

Then Ida Elisabeth got the boy and Frithjof and Else out to 
the kitchen, put on more kettles, fetched a pile of clean linen 
from the cupboard, brought the doctor what he asked for, got 
what she wanted for the doctor’s wife, who had taken Frithjof 
into the sitting-room ; he was still talking : “I hope to good- 
ness he’ll lose his licence for this, the road-hog 

‘‘ We must hope for the best,” said the doctor to Ida Elisa- 
beth ; “ broken bones heal pretty quickly at her age ; it isn’t 
properly broken, you understand — ^it’s like trying to break an 
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osier twig. But there’s her back, and perhaps internal injuries 
— ^it’s impossible to ascertain that at present. The concussion 
— ^no, that need not be so terribly serious 

Solvi was now lying stretched out in her own little bed. Her 
mouth was swollen out of all shape. And on the bedside table 
lay two little white teeth streaked with blood at the roots — ^the 
doctor had had to take them out. 

The shop bell tinkled again. Else was out there — ^and Frith- 
jof ; he was repeating his story to some fresh arrivals and telling 
them what Doctor Gronvold had said about himself and Solvi. 
“ Wouldn’t it be better if you shut the shop for to-day, Fru 
Braato ? So as to keep the house quite quiet. My wife will 
come back and stay with you to-night at any rate — she’s a trained 
nurse.” 

When Ida Elisabeth went to the door with the doctor and his 
wife it was almost dark and the fog had drifted in from the sea ; 
the moisture gleamed on the fence and dripped from the bare 
branches of the willows in the light of the lamp above the door. 
The doctor’s wife, slight and boyish in her leather cap and coat, 
put her husband’s bag on the back seat ; Else stood by the car, 
in travelling clothes and with suit-case in hand, and followed the 
others’ movements, lost in admiration. Then Fru Gronvold got 
into the driver’s seat, the doctor beside her, and little Else crawled 
into the car, 

“ Now don’t frighten the life out of your mother, whatever 
you do — ^it might have been a great deal worse, remember to say 
that. She mustn’t think of coming out here, tell her, for some 

days at any rate She simply could not have any of those 

people fussing and chattering about the place when she had two 
patients to look after. 

Then the Gronvolds drove off with Else. 

Ida Elisabeth closed the shop and switched off the light, went 
through the sitting-room — ^it had a queer, unfamiliar look with 
Frithjof’s bed where the sofa usually stood and him sitting on 
it with his arm in a sling. I’ll come and help you directly ’' 
— she went on into the dimly lighted bedroom ; that too looked 
unfamiliar with its furniture displaced. Ida Elisabeth bent over 
Solvi’s bed, felt the child’s face, put her hand under the coverlet, 
where it was warm from the hot-water bottles, and came upon 
the great bundle of gauze which was Solvi’s left leg. There was 
no change. Again she was overcome by that sense of unreality 
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— as though all everyday, familiar things were out of reach and 
she were suspended in mid-air, until she could know how it 
would turn out — that Solvi was out of danger. The hospital 
odour left by the doctor’s work gave her a numb feeling, light- 
headed and empty-headed at once. 

Frithjof was sitting on his bed, in a blue shirt, one ripped 
sleeve of which dangled loosely, woollen pants and long felt socks, 
Ida Elisabeth knelt down and unfastened the buckles of his 
slippers, drew them off : “I thought I heard you in the shop 
just now — you surely didn’t appear — in this costume ? ” she said 
disapprovingly. 

‘‘ You can guess I threw my coat over me ” — ^he stood up so 
that she might pull down his pants. “ They were only people 

I knew very well He sat down again, and she lifted the 

pants carefully over his bandages ; he had received some abra- 
sions on the legs. ‘‘ You may be sure they were anxious to 
hear how it happened. And / certainly have nothing to con- 
ceal, I wasn’t the least bit to blame for his running into 
us 

With one hand modestly held in his lap he observed with 
interest the suffused patches on his broad white thighs. “ Have 
you seen my bicycle ? — well, but you must go out and look at 
it — ^absolutely smashed to pieces 

Still kneeling Ida Elisabeth drew the blue-striped pyjama 
trousers up his legs — he stood up to let her tie them round his 
waist, telling her the while how the lorry from the sawmills had 
come at a speed of at least eighty kilometres and had swung out 
at the bend, and as Ola was trying to get it back into the middle 
of the road it had grazed the bicycle, and as they were flung otl 
to the side of the road they had been caught by the ends of some 
planks. ‘‘ Yes, it’s a marvel we got off as we did, say I — but 
that Ola Langhus is going to lose his licence over this, I’ll see 
to that. — ^It was a bit of luck anyway that that doctor turned up 
just at the very moment — ^it’s all over with Anna Mokhus now, 
that’s where they’d been — ^she’s pretty smart, isn’t she, that wife 
of his — charming lady, I must say 

They had cut Frithjof’s hair short on one side, and the tufts 
of yellow hair straggled over the edge of the bandage — he looked 
so comic. Ida Elisabeth got the pyjama jacket on him, fetched 
a reel of tape and tied it up over the bandaged arm. “ There. 
You can brush your teeth yourself, can’t you ? What will you 
have — tea ? Milk ? And you’d better tiko one or two more 
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aspirins. — Poor you — ^to-morrow you’ll be feeling pretty stiff; 
I expect you’ll have to stay in bed three or four days at 
least.” 

‘‘ A couple of poached eggs — ^if you have any — I’d like,” he 
called after her as she went out to the kitchen. 

In a way it had irritated her, having to dress this great white, 
fleshy male person as if he had been a child. But at the same 
time there was something reassuring in it — ^it seemed that it could 
not be so serious, when Frithjof was so comic. Her anxiety for 
Solvi receded to a distance when she could not help being vexed 
and at the same time amused over Frithjof. 

The tea and bread and butter he could dispatch by himself, 
but she had to feed him with the poached eggs. And all the 
time he was explaining and explaining, and overhead at the 
Esbjornsens’ she heard Kalleman running about the room. 
There could not be any danger for Solvi. 

She tucked Frithjof well in his blankets and put out the light 
'before going in to sit by Solvi. He was sleeping like a stone 
when there was a tap at the window and Ida Elisabeth went to 
let in the doctor’s We. 

Not till the evening of the fifth day did Ida Elisabeth realize 
that danger threatened. 

She had grown used to the new state of things in the house ; 
it seemed to have lasted an age already. — Solvi moaned a good 
deal, the fever went up and down, and it was impossible to know 
if her head was clear when she was awake. Now and again she 
said something, but it was not easy to understand her, as she 
had lost two front teeth and her mouth was so swollen. “ You’d 
better not try to talk to her,” said the doctor’s wife one evening ; 
but she seemed to think everjrthing was going normally. She had 
forbidden Frithjof to have visitors, so he had to content himself 
with chatting to her and Olise Langeland in loud whispers, when 
they had time to pause by his bed. 

Olise served in the shop and helped Ida Elisabeth with the 
house-work ; without being asked she washed all the muddy and 
blood-stained clothes after the catastrophe. She was a little 
middle-aged person of intermediate social position ; Ida Elisabeth 
had always thought it such a comfort to have her about. She 
was scarcely aware that this was due to Olise’s taciturnity even 
more than to her capability. If anyone wanted a chat with Olise 
Langeland they had to do most of the talking themselves — ^this 
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was a grand thing just now, when everyone who came into the 
shop had questions to ask. 

Ida Elisabeth learnt to change the child’s sheets almost without 
disturbing her position, and to arrange towels under Solvi’s chin, 
to prevent her getting wet with what was spilt when her mother 
gave her medicine and soup by the teaspoonful. As she washed 
the soiled linen in the scullery and hung it to dry in the yard she 
chatted with Kalleman ; when preparing Frithjof’s tray she cut 
a few slices of bread and jam for the boy, and he sat on the 
kitchen doorstep and talked and ate — ^he evidently enjoyed staying 
with the Esbjomsens. One day she took him on her arm and 
carried him in, he was to be allowed to say good morning to Solvi. 
But he appeared to be terrified at his sister’s red face and swollen 
mouth, and Solvi did not show a spark of interest in her brother. 
Afterwards, it is true, Kalleman had a great deal to say about 
Solvi being ill. 

Frithjof was driven to and from the enquiry in the doctor’s car, 
but had to go to bed again as soon as he reached home ; he 
had a headache and was still pretty stiflF. But he was greatly 
excited by the trip, reported everything that had been said and 
what he had said himself, and he cut out some paragraphs about 
the collision that had appeared in the local press and preserved 
them in his pocket-book. “ But that old Essex, you know — ^I 
really think Sommervold might stand himself a new car — goodness 
knows he can afford it 

It always irritated Ida Elisabeth to hear people say, oh, Doctor 
Sommervold, of course he can afford anything he likes. He had 
his daughter and her family ; Ragna Sommervold had married a 
German naval officer — that was in the good old days before the 
War, when German warships visited the fjord every summer. 
During the War Hans von Dettingen had been disabled, and they 
had lost all their money, and there were two sons to be educated. 
He also had to help his son’s widow — ^in fact, it was always the 
doctor who had to put his hand in his pocket when anyone or 
an3rthing was to be kept above water. Frithjof’s parents, for 
instance, had certainly received not a little assistance in the course 
of years. 

And the same thing annoyed her the day her mother-in-law 
was here. Fru Braato had come out by the steamer ; she was to 
drive home with the doctor, she explained, when he called in 
the evening. And then she began to complain about Doctor 
Sommeivold’s being in Germany as usual ; not but what she was 
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quite ready to believe Doctor Gronvold was quite clever, and his 
wife was certainly an excellent person, even if there was rather 
a modem air about her ; but indeed it was annoying that Doctor 
Sommervold should always happen to be abroad when it would 
have been more reassuring to have him 

Ida Elisabeth had to serve her mother-in-law with coffee in 
the kitchen ; they sat with the door open to the bedroom, where 
Sdlvi lay with drawn blinds, breathing audibly and moaning 
feebly in her feverish doze. 

But don’t you think the same, it’ll be better if we send Else 
out to you to-morrow ? ” asked Borghild Braato. This is just 
the time when you might need her 

“ Need her ! ” Ida Elisabeth replied hastily. “ Good heavens, 
mother — you can’t seriously imagine there’s any help in Else. — 
And as long as I have two children lying ill I’d rather be excused 
having to keep an eye on that young woman as well.” 

But she regretted it at once, on seeing her mother-in-law’s 
expression. Like a child flinching at a box on the ears — only 
this was something that stmck deeper than a blow. Dear, dear 
— did she really know all the time how other people regarded 
those children of hers whom she loved and worshipped and 
bragged of and always had a thousand excuses for 

On the morning of the fifth day Ida Elisabeth was sitting with 
Solvi. The drawn blinds were aglow with sunshine and shadows 
flickered across them of branches swaying in the wind ; the roar 
of the fjord was so loud to-day — ^it was glorious weather outside. 
Solvi moved her head the least bit ; her stiff eyes seemed at the 
same time dull and bright, and there was a strange, anxious look 
in them — perhaps it’s the restless light she’s afraid of, thought 
her mother. 

“ It’s mamma, Solvi — ^mamma’s sitting with you.” She tried 
to show a real smile. “ You’re not afraid, are you, when mamma’s 
here ? ” 

Mamma lisped Solvi. 

Thrilled with joy Ida Elisabeth took the clammy little hand 
in hers : “ It doesn’t hurt you so much now, does it, Solvi ? ” 
She had given her medicine a little while before ; it was an 
anod3me. 

Yes ! ” It sounded so pitiful, a feeble wail, as though the 
child’s patience had been strained too long. 

But where does it hurt you most, my darling ? — Can’t you 
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tell mamma where it hurts most now ? ” Sdivi made no 
answer. 

Is it in your leg ? Your head perhaps ? Shall mamma put 
another lovely cold cloth on your forehead ? ’’ Again she received 
no answer, but she went out to the kitchen and got the compress 
ready. While doing so she had an idea ; she darted into the 
sitting-room. 

Frithjof lay peacefully reading ; he had a whole pile of maga- 
zines and weekly papers on the floor by his bed. Ida Elisabeth 
went to the shelf and took the little ebony elephant that her father 
had brought her from Ceylon once upon a time. 

She laid the compress on Solvi’s forehead and passed her hand 
cautiously over the child’s hot cheek. Then she produced the 
elephant : 

“ Do you see who’s come to pay you a visit } ” Solvi showed 
no sign of interest. '' The illiphant, Solvi I It’s for you^ my 
dear-^o you hear, Solvi, mamma’s given it to you, it’s your own 
now. When you get well again it’ll be yours and you can play 
with it whenever you like 

But still Solvi showed no reaction. Ida Elisabeth placed the 
elephant on the bedside table among all the bottles and the rest 
of the sick-room gear — ^it had quite an encouraging look there, 
she thought, with its smooth and shiny black body, its white 
tusks and little glittering mother-of-pearl eyes. 

‘‘ Has she shown any interest in toys and that sort of thing 
to-day ? ” asked the doctor when he made his evening call. 

“ Not yet. — She was very restless this afternoon — and I haven’t 
been able to get her to take anything ; it gets into her nose, and 
then it seems as if she was going to vomit. Poor child, I’m sure 
it hurt her frightfully 

He took a very long time examining Solvi and asked to see 
the sheet which Ida Elisabeth had taken from under her that 
day. He and his wife exchanged some words she did not under- 
stand — ^Ida Elisabeth looked at their faces, and then it was that 
it sank into her, sharp as a knife — ^the possibility that until now 
she had never for a moment believed in. — ^Her eyes fell on the 
little elephant, and all at once it had assumed a horribly threaten- 
ing aspect ; the little mother-of-pearl eyes in the black figure 
had an evil stare. 

You had better stay here for the present, Gerda,” said the 
doctor to his wife. 
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Ida Elisabeth kept back her questions till he was gone — ^as 
though the answer would be more hopeful if it came from the 
young wife. There was something calm, a certain chilliness, 
about her manner, but in the way she went about her work there 
was a kind of energetic human sympathy. 

Well, you know, we must hope for the best. But it is 
impossible at present to ascertain the extent of the — ^internal 
injuries she lias suffered.’^ She spoke as if there was a good 
deal she would rather not say. 

But at last she persuaded Ida Elisabeth to lie down for a while, 
and the mother was so starved for sleep that she went off almost 
at once. 

She was roused by a sound — after a few moments she realized 
that it was the little iron bedstead shaking. Solvi was wailing 
with a strangely jarring sound. Ida Elisabeth started up — ^Fru 
Grdnvold was bending over the child, but when her mother came 
to her side, Solvi seemed to collapse altogether — she was terribly 
changed in some way or other. 

Fru Gronvold thought for a moment — then she tore off her 
white apron : I must run to the telephone exchange — ^I daren’t 

give her anything without asking my husband ” She dashed 

out. 

Ida Elisabeth heard the back door quietly closed. Then there 
was not a sound in the house except that fly buzzing inside the 
shade of the bedside lamp and hitting against the bulb with a 
ring. But outside the fjord was booming, the wind roared and 
the branches grated against the window. It v/as a little after 
three when she looked at the clock. 

She sat bending over Solvi, staring and listening to the child’s 
breathing. 

Again the little frame was shaken by spasms, the eyes rolled 
and rolled under their lids which had grown so thin — there was 
a pause, but soon the spasms returned, more feebly, and the 
collapse was more marked than before. And after another while 
- — she did not know how she knew it, she saw it, but it was not a 
thing she could see with her eyes. It was as though she had been 
through this before, in giving birth — the moment the child was 
born a wave from an invisible and infinite ocean had swept over 
her, had tom something asunder, but when the wave withdrew 
again the little twitching, puling creature lay beside her, as though 
the two had been washed up on a beach. — The same wave from 
an invisible eternity now went over her again — and it was as 
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though the fierce, tearing pain she had then felt in her body was 
but a crude image of that which now tore her in two. The 
wave drew back, but now it had taken Soivi with it — ^what was 
left in the bed was not Soivi. 

Lying prone upon the bed Ida Elisabeth pressed her bosom 
hard against its edge, as though the pain of it might deaden the 
other. Then the door opened — Fru Gronvold came into the 
light, with rain pouring from her oilskins. She tore them off 
on her way to the bed. There she stood ; Ida Elisabeth looked 
up at her, they looked at each other. As the doctor’s wife bent 
over the child, the mother rose and sat upright, pushed the hair 
back from her face — ^and when the other looked up and their 
eyes met, Ida Elisabeth’s face gave way. She began to weep, 
first a low and agonizing wail, but then the tears came and she 
sobbed outright — ^but quietly as though there were someone she 
did not wish to disturb. 

Once the other came up to her : “ Fru Braato She took 

one of Ida Elisabeth’s hands, stood holding it : Fru Braato 

All at once the door of the sitting-room opened and there 
stood Frithjof in striped pyjamas, with his tufted, half-cropped 
head, his eyes nearly closed with sleep. When he saw the two 
he dashed forward, and then burst into a loud, harrowing fit of 
weeping : ‘‘ Soivi — oh, Soivi — oh 

He fell on his knees by the bed, beside his wife : Oh — oh — 

oh Ida Elisabeth held out her other hand to him, behind 

her. Hush, Frithjof, you must not cry so loud,” she begged 
him, as though there were someone in the room who must not 
be waked. 
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F RITHJOF was entirely free from blame for the accident — 
she knew that. But in the period that succeeded Solvi’s 
death Ida Elisabeth thought at times : it will end in my hating 
him 

He talked and talked about it to anyone who would listen to 
him. It was true that he had really been very fond of Solvi. 
If he had scarcely asked after her during the days when he was 
himself in bed, it must have been because it had not occurred to 
him that there could be any danger. But at any rate he was 
utterly distracted at her death. But it almost seemed as if he 
had been compensated for the loss of the child by having such 
a lot to tell people — about the accident and about how sweet and 
funny she had been, papa’s little playmate, and about her death- 
bed and what the doctor had said and about the enquiry and the 
funeral and what there had been in the papers. He was constantly 
meeting someone who had not heard it before — on board the 
boats, on the pier, down at the trading association. When he 
came home he repeated to Ida Elisabeth what he had said and 
what so-and-so had said. The story changed with every time 
he told it. At first he had said he remembered absolutely nothing 
from the moment the lorry struck the bicycle till he was helped 
into the doctor’s car. But by degrees he came to remember more 
and more. “ Solvi,” he had thought ; he had been afraid they 
would get the load of planks on top of them, and he had thrown 
himself forward to protect the child with his own body. Ida 
Elisabeth knew well enough that he believed himself all he said. 
It was the first real sorrow Frithjof had had, and it excited him 
tremendously. 

Only she was not like that herself. She would have pre- 
ferred never to hear another word about it. After the first few 
days she had scarcely shed a tear. She felt as though she were 
full to the brim of inward weeping, and quite instinctively she 
compressed her lips and stifled the tears, as though afraid her 
sorrow would run over. But she thought and thought of the 
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dead child, fell asleep thinking of her, and on waking felt as if 
the same thought had gone on weaving itself within her while 
she slept. She recalled what Solvi had said last summer about the 
little beads that flew up and down inside her. When the little 
body had grown stiff in death she had thought it was as though 
a volatile, fluid substance had congealed into heavy metal within 
it and transmitted its icy chill to skin and flesh. And then she 
could not help thinking of the two milk-teeth that she had thrown 
into the stove : “ Mouse, mouse, here’s a gold tooth for you, give 
Solvi a bone tooth ! ” — The child had been conscious then, and 
Ida Elisabeth had hoped she might get Solvi to smile. 

But at times the same feeling came over her as she had had in 
church. She did not hear what Pastor Sondeled said, and 
probably she was the only one who was not in tears ; but she 
was fighting against a terrible impulse to scream aloud, to tear 
her clothes in pieces, tear the hair from her head and scratch her 

face till the blood ran Thus her father had seen people 

behave at funerals somewhere in the tropics — she felt inclined 
to curse because it would not do to act in the same way here 
and deaden her fearful despair with physical pain. 

Kalleman had scarcely spoken of his sister since her death. 
Ida Elisabeth had the impression that he did not even listen 
when Frithjof was talking about her. But indeed he had a way 
of avoiding his father — ^it looked as if he did not care for Frithjof s 
noisy manner. He himself was quiet, and besides herself he 
seemed to get on best with Olise and the Esbjomsens — the 
Esbjomsens were also of the quiet sort. 

But one morning she and the boy were alone in the shop. 
Outside the snow was driving in great sticky tatters and Kalleman 
stood at the door trying to look out between the bibs and adver- 
tising placards that hung behind the glass. Ida Elisabeth was 
busy counting the stitches on a big piece of embroidery which 
she had promised to begin for a customer by the next day. The 
colours struck her as so pretty — subconsciously she felt it did her 
good to work at it. 

‘‘ Mamma,” said Kalleman from the door, ‘‘ isn’t it a bore that 
Solvi’s dead ? Now we have nobody to play with any more.” 

“ We must try to play together as well as we can, you and I.” 

‘‘ Yes, but we can’t play, mamma. Only Solvi could play.” 

“ Oh, I don’t know.” She tried to smile. ‘‘ Are you so 

bored, poor boy ! Look here She found a piece of paper 

that had lined a cardboard box. “ And a pencil — now you can 
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draw pictures. You may sit here by me, nobody will come in 
this weather/’ 

The boy took the paper and pencil ; he seemed quite pleased 
and crawled up on to the chair she placed for him. But we 
can’t play^ you know ! ” 

Oh yes, we can. It’s fun drawing pictures, Carl 

Oh yes. But that’s not playing 

A week or so before Christmas Doctor Sommervold looked in 
on her one morning. Ida Elisabeth had not even heard he had 
come home ; she knew they had tried a new operation on his 
son-in-law and that the doctor intended to stay there till they 
saw whether it had any result. So she made haste to enquire 
how things were at Ragna’s, before he had time to ask after her. 

“ Oh well, at all events it looks as if Hans would be able to use 
his limbs a little more. And how are you ? ” he asked in a low 
voice, as she showed him into the sitting-room. 

“ Quite well, thanks. — ^Have you time to stay a little while ? ” 
That’s what I thought of doing — ^if I’m not taking up your 
time. Ciss Oxley was to pick me up here — she’s driving for 
me to-day, we’ve been to the almshouse. She was to take Sjur 
up to Moihus, he’s been given leave to visit his daughter for a 
few days.” 

Oh, is she home again ? ” Ida Elisabeth was not very pleased 
at the prospect of having a visitor. 

“ She’s going to stay with me for the present — till Sister 
Laurentse’s well again. She’s very capable. You know she’s 
been trained as a nurse.” 

Oh said Ida Elisabeth without interest. 

“ There’s a great deal of sickness about this winter.” The 
doctor paused. I don’t know if you have heard,” he said 

hesitatingly, ‘‘ about Little Merete ? ” 

No — ^that is, they mentioned that she’d had a very bad cold 
in the autumn. She wasn’t at the funeral either, as far as I 
remember.” 

“ Well, it’s t.b. I wanted to tell you, because I hear you’re 
going to Vettehaugen for Christmas. So you must be rather 
careful with the children — with Kalleman,” he corrected himself, 
and hastened to continue : ‘‘ You know, when it’s taken in hand 
so soon there ought to be a good hope — there’ll be room for her 
at the sanatorium in February 

“ I’m so sorry for the old people — ^I suppose they’re quite 
beside themselves over this ? ” 
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Oh, you know, Jens and Borghild are optimists by nature. 
Yes, they knew it before the funeral. Grdnvold examined her. 
So if they haven't mentioned it to you — I thought it just as well 
that you should know it. You needn't show any sign, of course." 

Ida Elisabeth's lips showed something like a smile. 

Well, well, I must tell you, Ida, I was there to supper yester- 
day. It's not merely that they're trying, as a purely spontaneous 
reaction, to conceal the fact that there's infection in the house. 
They're a little afraid about you too. You have scared them by 
the way you've taken this. It seems to them quite uncanny — 
that you're so unapproachable." 

“ I see." Ida Elisabeth was silent for a moment. “ I suppose 

that's why mother-in-law has left me in peace ever since 

For that's what she has done." 

Doctor Sommervold nodded : “ To them, you see, it's quite 
incomprehensible — ^utterly abnormal — ^that you don't manifest 
any need of seeking consolation and so on. Well, you know all 
about that just as well as I do," he said rather impatiently. 
“ And all the same, little Ida, they're so fond of you. It’s true, 
my dear, they are ! Unconsciously — or consciously, I can’t tell 
which — they know that you're a support for them all." He smiled 
a little crooked smile. You’re one of the fixed points in their 
existence. That's why they love you — and are so anxious about 
you now ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth sat looking at the floor and made no answer. 

“ Well, well, well. No, it's deuced awkward, I know, when 
humans have to act providence for other humans. Life must 
have looked considerably less hopeless to folks in old days, who 
believed providence sat high up, above the whole mess — that it 
could survey the interconnection of all human destinies and had 
an insight into everything that we humans can never have insight 
into.” 

“ You mean, the Lord knew his own — ^mother-in-law asserts 
that he does so, and God knows we don't ! " She gave a little 
laugh. For that matter they believe in providence too in that 
house. And if they know that I've been some use to them, they 
probably think there’s a providence in that too — I'm only an 
instrument in the hand of providence." 

“ But you don't believe it.” 

‘‘ No, God knows I don't I ” Ida Elisabeth smiled bitterly. 

I don't know why I should think so badly of providence. For 
in that case it would have been pretty beastly to me.” 
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“ Precisely.’’ The doctor nodded. ** If you had had the 
same belief as Ciss Oxley for instance, you would perhaps have 
accepted patiently enough the role that had been assigned to 
you — ^as deputy providence for cert^ people who are pretty 
helpless. Because you would take it for granted that all human 
beings possess a mystical value in addition to the value they have 
or have not as members of society. Nowadays we avoid taking 
the consequences of no longer believing this by saying, there is 
some good in all men. And no doubt there is — ^but when the good 
is so small in proportion to all the rest of their make-up — the 
stupidity and egoism and laziness. Is there any sense in it, from 
a purely realistic point of view, that a person as capable as you 
should wear yourself out for the incapable — ^for a downright 
moron, for instance ? Ought one not to look at the good in 
people as one looks at an outcrop of ore for instance — ^ask if it is 
rich enough to pay for the working ? If one has thrown over- 
board these religious notions about a human soul being an infinite 
value — be it never so small and weazened and frugal a soul in a 
big and greedy carcass ? ” 

Ugh, no.” Ida Elisabeth shrugged her shoulders, wearily. 

You know it doesn’t do to ask such questions.” 

“ Not for you and me, no. We cannot liberate ourselves from 
the old estimate of human life, even if we don’t believe in the 
dogmas it is based on. But in a generation or two from now — 
do you believe those people who are fully efficient will then be 
willing to keep alive all those who cannot famish a fraction of the 
money’s worth it costs to keep a human body going ? We 
needn’t speak of good and evil, for there again their opinions will 
be different from ours.” 

“ That’s their business.” Ida Elisabeth gave a toss of the 
head. We at any rate can’t watch people drowning because 
they can’t swim, and not care.” 

No. But there have always been people who could do that. 
— That must be my car. — And talking of cars : there seem to be 
quite a lot of people now who can run over another person and 
drive on without stopping to see what’s happened ! ” 

Ciss Oxley came in, her round cheeks red from the winter air. 
She greeted Fru Braato with slight embarrassment and said 
thank you, a cup of coffee would be very grateful. If Fru Braato 
would excuse her — she put out one foot in a high ski-boot which 
was fearfully muddy. But it hadn’t been possible to take the 
car beyond the first of the Mokhus farms. Oh yes, she had 
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delivered Sjur all right ; poor fellow, he was as light as a feather 
now. So it went finely, they had tramped up ama in arm — 

the daughter had been so glad to get him home again 

‘‘ There you see, Ida, what we were talking about ; when 
humans have to act providence for other humans. I’m no out- 
and-out advocate of almshouses — ^if old people prefer to suffer 
hardship and keep their freedom it’s devilish to shut them up 
against their will, except when it’s quite unjustifiable to let them 
have their own way and do without nursing. And Sister Klara 
means well, poor creature, but I can’t listen to her for five minutes 
without wanting to chloroform her — the way she cackles ! But 
this Sjur, with senile eczema and rheumatism — ^and the daughter 
who grudged him every bite of food and didn’t even attempt to 
conceal her longing for the day when he would peg out — ^ver- 
minous and under-nourished he was 

“ She was very glad to get him home now,” said Ciss. 

“ Yes, for a few days.” 

“ She’s anxious to have him at home over the New Year ; I 
was to give you that message and say you must please arrange 
it.” 

Hm, well, people are queer.” 

But is it so queer after all ? That Sjur should feel miser- 
able living in a brick house surrounded by whitewashed walls 
where none of those he associates with has known him in the 
days when he was an able-bodied man. Brite may push him 
aside as much as she likes and let him feel that he’s only a broken- 
down old wreck — ^but still she knows what he has been, and he 
knows that she knows it, and every stone and every tuft of grass 
and every chip in the walls up there is familiar to him from the 
time when he was in full work. And even if she’s not very kind 
to him, there’s the family tie — and he’s fond of Brite and her 
children. No, I think it must be horrible, when one’s too old to 
form new habits and new acquaintances, to be shoved like that 
into a house full of nothing but old gaffers and gammers. Why 
can’t the commune help them so that they can stay in their own 

homes instead ? ” 

“ Economy, Ciss ! ” 

“ Pooh ! It must have cost so much to build that almshouse 
that they could have let the old people stay in their homes and 
be better off than they’d ever been in their lives, many of them 
— ^for what the almshouse cost. And I don’t suppose it’s run 
for nothing either 
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“ It was built in the boom, Ciss, and the people who brought 
it forw^ard talked about the almshouse cause. And those who 
get control of things in this country are very seldom the sort of 
people to understand that there really are folks who are willing 
to do without a great deal — even the chance of gossiping and 
poking their noses into other folks" private life — simply in order 
to retain the right to shut their own door against those they don"t 
want to have on top of them. Those who nowadays pass for 
leading personalities are often the kind who are not happy unless 
they feel the mass around them on every side. And who them- 
selves possess mass mentality in a superlative degree, which 
keeps them from making themselves impossible as leaders. But 
they always bear in mind that, if it is difficult to get the masses 
to believe in unpleasant truths, it is downright impossible to take 
away their belief in flattery and pleasant lies."" 

‘‘ It"s fairly difficult to make them give up that, even if you 
take them one by one,"" said Ciss Oxley. “ None of us likes 
unpleasant truths, and we"re all open to flattery — the only dif- 
ference is that some can take their flattery neat and others have 
to have it stirred up in a little truth, like cod-liver oil in beer 
froth, before they can swallow it."" 

“ Nevertheless, there is just one thing to be said in favour of 
an aristocracy of birth. It makes it possible for a man to attain 
power without having to echo the views of those whose welfare 
he"s responsible for."" 

“ And the worst thing about it is,"" said Ciss hotly, “ that in 
an aristocracy a man is given power over others" welfare whether 
he feels responsible for them or not.’" 

The doctor gave a little laugh : 

‘‘ That applies to all systems — aristocracy and democracy and 
capitalism and State capitalism — the qualities which put a man 
in power and those which make him feel responsibility are not 
necessarily associated, nor do they necessarily exclude each other. 
He may have both qualities or he may have one of them. For 
that matter it was just the same in the hierarchies, eh, Ciss ? 
But the worst thing about all democracies is that they give us 
these leaders who don’t know what’s what — ^they don’t even try 
to make it clear to themselves when they’re thinking about the 
people’s welfare and when about the people’s goodwill. — We 
had an institution here in Norway in the saga times which was 
called debt-servitude. When a man had incurred more debts 
than he was able to pay, he could hand over his children to his 
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creditors, and they had to work as thralls until they had earned 
enough to cover their father’s indebtedness. I don’t believe 
children are told anything about this debt-servitude in the 
schools nowadays. But they’re destined to experience it,” 

Ida Elisabeth nodded : They won’t have a good time, those 
who come after us.” 

“ No. And that brings up the question we were talking about 
a little while ago. Will those who come after us be content to 
bear all the burdens which we still feel it our duty to shoulder ? 
To help all that neither can nor will help themselves ? Submit 
to all old people living on till they die a natural death and even 
do what they can to prolong their existence ? Especially when 
the young are aware that the old have taken upon themselves to 
determine, that they should come into the world, and when they 
should come, and how many should be put into the world to take 
over the burdens when they themselves are no longer able to 
bear them.” 

Ida Elisabeth turned red : “ Does that mean that you’ve 
entirely changed your opinions, Doctor Sommervold } ” 

No, I haven’t done that. I am still unable to agree with 
Ciss here, who thinks people ought either to get married and 
accept all the youngsters the Almighty chooses to send them, or 
go into a convent. But I admit that those of us who are of a 
different opinion might do well to adopt the lofty morality which 
the gipsies of old are said to have practised — ^appear of our 
own free will, when we begin to be troublesome to our successors. 
Otherwise we may run the risk of finding ourselves in too painful 
a situation. When the offspring fully realize that their parents 
have emancipated themselves from the old religious subordina- 
tion in their family life — ^I’m not speaking merely of the Christian 
religion, but of fertility religions, and ancestor religions and 
belief in fate and all the rest. Of course it is something entirely 
new that people are to grow up with the knowledge that they owe 
life a decision made for them by their parents, unfettered by con- 
siderations for a higher power to which the parents had to submit. 
So I expect we’ll have to take it gracefully if the family suicide 
rock comes into fashion again in some form or other.” 

“ Ugh, how you talk ! ” said Ida Elisabeth. 

Ciss Oxley said seriously : 

“ But I’ve heard other people talk like that — young people who 
say, why couldn’t our parents have bought a dog or a car or a 
camera when they thought they must have something that would 
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make their life interesting ? Are we to smart for it for sixty 
or seventy years because they got an idea that it must be so 
delightful to have a little baby, and perhaps into the bargain they 
suffered from the delusion that they were fitted to bring it up 
and that they themselves were estimable people — ^and may 
easily have been so according to the standards of their time. 
They were fond of us, naturally, we were provided in order 
that they might indulge in the pleasure of having children — 
and when their pleasure in us is a thing of the past we have to 
adjust ourselves to the world as they have organized it — ^see what 
we can make of the data they have provided, no matter how 
impossible and disgusting we may find them. Voluntary father-^ 
hood and voluntary motherhood have thus been practicable — 
but what is to be done to preclude involuntary childhood ? — 
Well, IVe heard many argue like that, and at any rate it’s con- 
sistent. And I suppose that’s just what the sin consists in — 
starting people on a line of rails that must end in the suicide 
rock, if they follow it the whole way.” 

‘‘ Just so, Ciss,” said the doctor. “ That is, if one looks upon 
the suicide rock as such a terrible thing.” 

/ do, you may be sure. But if I belonged to your confession,” 
she said defiantly, “ I expect I should coiisider it mere senti- 
mentality' to have any prejudice against it. Merely one more 
instance of people rejecting the demands a religion makes on 
them, long before they renotmce the consolations it offers them.” 

You strike me as pretty C3mical, my girl — ^at any rate for one 
brought up in an English convent.” 

I don’t know about that. At all events Mother Anselma 
taught us that all religions are views of life — the more perfect 
they are, the more consistently they determine one’s notions about 
all phenomena that crop up. Your faith is not my faith — ^but 
that doesn’t prevent my understanding your co-religionists when 
they draw conclusions according to the doctrines they learnt as 
children ? ” 

And what about you, Ida Elisabeth ? ” asked the doctor. 

“ Me ? ” She scoffed. “ I confine myself to doing what I 
have to do and feeling what I can’t help feeling. Perhaps that’s 
why Froken Oxley’s god punishes me. ^ The children,’ you said 
just now. Doctor Sommervold. Isn’t it strange, I too find it so 
hard to get used to — that I can no longer speak of my children 
in the plural. Last summer I kept thinking to myself, three 
children, no, God knows how I’m going to provide for three, 
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And then the question was settled for me. Do you believe it 
was done to help me, Ciss, or to punish me ? ” 

Ciss turned very red : 

‘‘If we believed that all misfortunes were punishment, we 
could not keep festivals to commemorate an apostle being be- 
headed or some young wives having their children taken from 
them and thrown to wild beasts — or missionaries being crucified 
or roasted alive and all the work of their lives wiped out by fire 
and murder.” 

“ Here comes Frithjof.” Ida Elisabeth jumped up. “ Now 
you’ll hear the whole story of the accident. Doctor Sommervold. 
But I must go and relieve Olise — ^she was to do some' mangling 
for me this morning 

Doctor Sommervold examined Frithjof thoroughly before 
leaving. There was nothing in the world that he could find 
wrong, either in his knee or in his arm. “ It’s a bad job that 
that big strong fellow should hang about here and not find any- 
thing to do,” said the doctor as he was sa3dng good-bye. 

“ There’s not much chance of his getting anything round here,” 
said Ida Elisabeth resignedly. 

“ No. But if one could get a situation for him somewhere 
else — do you think he would accept it ? ” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know.” 

On Christmas Eve the day was stormy and thick with snow. 
According to the time-table the steamer ought to have called at 
Berfjord at nine in the morning. As she had not yet appeared 
by midday Ida Elisabeth suggested that perhaps they would have 
to stay at home. 

“ No, I say ! When they’re expecting us — ^and Christmas 
Eve’s such an occasion at home — ^mamma always makes such a lot 
of preparations. Here we have nothing 

“ I’ve made some cakes, you know.” She looked about the 
room, which she had cleared up, covering some of the piles of 
shop-goods with an old rug and a new plush carpet from her 
stock. But it had no very festive appearance, and their suit- 
cases stood ready packed on the table. “ And I have some 
pickled pork and trotters too — I dare say they’re still rather fresh, 
but 

“ No, that won’t do — ^we’ll celebrate Christmas Eve properly 
as I’ve always been accustomed to. With roast pork and sausages 
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and a Christmas tree — ^poor Kalleman, last year he was in hospital, 
and isn’t he to have a proper Christmas Eve this year either ! ” 
About two o’clock the boat came in to Berfjord. She took 
nearly four hours to reach Vallerviken, and Kalleman was miser- 
ably seasick, fretting and whimpering and screaming aloud with 
impatience when the boat fairly stood on her head. There were 
two others in the ladies’ cabin, and they were also seasick — a 
half-grown girl who had been at an eye clinic in town and her 
sister who had been to fetch her. They came from an upland 
farm fourteen miles above Vetteland. 

The shreds of snow whirled about the lamps on the quay, 
streaking the light, as Ida Elisabeth came on deck with the boy 
in her arms. Everywhere in the darkness there were white 
gleams of surf and spray which filled the air with a roar and a 
hiss, there was a howling and clattering and creaking — ^the gang- 
way heaved up and down and skidded this way and that on the 
edge of the quay — ^and there came father-in-law ; the water was 
pouring from his oilskins, his face shone red and wet : 

Christmas weather, what ! I couldn’t get a horse, worse 
luck — ^but it isn’t so far, you’ll manage it all right ! ” 

In fine weather one could reach Vettehaugen comfortably in 
twenty minutes, but in this storm and darkness ! Heavens, if 
only it doesn’t make Elalleman ill, thought Ida Elisabeth. 

The two little girls stood just inside the cabin door talking to 
the mate — ^nobody had come to meet them, there must be a 
misunderstanding. They were terribly exhausted by the long 
voyage ; the one who had had the operation was crying. Jens 
Braato rushed up to hear what was the matter. The girls knew 
some people here, but it was a long way to walk, along the shore. 

I think you’d better come home with me,” Jens Braato 
decided. Oh yes, mamma will manage to put you up, you’re 
very welcome. We’ll have to put your luggage in the shed till 
to-morrow— just for one night you’ll have to make shift with a 
rather casual toilet.” 

Of course there was no stopping it. — ^Ida Elisabeth had her 
Christmas present for Kalleman in her suit-case ; a couple of 
flowered plates with a mug to match and Solvi’s christening spoon 
and fork. In this way she had counted on having an excuse for 
washing up the child’s things herself. 

In the darkness around there were glimpses of lights which 
seemed to be blinking, as the storm-tossed trees and the driving 
snow swept past the lighted windows of houses along the road. 
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Jens Braato stamped along in front, carrying the boy, the two 
strange girls kept just behind him, and then came Ida Elisabeth ; 
she had to take Frithjof ’s arm so as not to be blown over, for there 
was ice under the snow and it was driving so fast that she could 
scarcely keep her eyes open. She got simply buried in snow, 
and then it began to melt and trickle down her neck — and her 
coat was very thin. Frithjof’s big, solid body against which she 
leaned made her feel like a dishevelled crow at the mercy of the 
weather, and she v/as so nervous about the boy. 

It was even harder to scramble along when they came into the 
open fields, but at last they reached the forest, where the road 
ran across the little promontory and there was some shelter. Ida 
Elisabeth slipped again and again and Frithjof held her up, but 
once they both came down, and through the darkness she had a 
glimpse of the two girls sprawling on the ground in front of them 
— the roar of the forest made it impossible to hear anything. 

At last the road began to go downhill, but that made it even 
worse to keep one’s feet on the slippery surface. Inland here 
the wind was far less felt ; the roar of the fjord had a different 
sound, wave followed wave thundering on the long sandy beach 
of the bay, and through the darkness and the howling of the 
wind they heard the drone of the waterfall, and now they could 
make out the lights of Vettehaugen. 

It was surely good to get under a roof and be met by warmth 
and light and to hear the front door shut out the roar of the 
stormy night which had boomed right through her head for so 
long. A rich smell of cooking and the sound of frizzling meat 
accompanied her mother-in-law as she dashed out from the 
kitchen, flushed by the fire and full of welcomes and attentions 
— Else and Jarngerd were sent to look for dry stockings, slippers 
and shoes. “ You’re not so very wet, are you ? ” — she felt Ida 
Elisabeth’s arms and back — “ it’ll dry so quickly, all these candles 
give such warmth — ^mustn’t take cold, Lisken dear ” — and then 
she flew on to the two strange girls. They were very welcome 
— ^all were welcome here, at all times. 

And here it was delightful. The low-ceilinged dining-room 
was full of mellow golden light and soft shadows from little living 
flames, slender tallow candles stood in brass candlesticks and iron 
clips on wooden feet all down the long table : “ Without them 
it wouldn’t feel like Christmas to me,” said Fru Borghild. “ Jens 
insists on tallow candles for the Christmas table, for that’s what 
they always had at his grandparents’ at Vetteland. And„ green in 
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every nook and corner, that^s what I insist on.” There were 
sprigs of heather and fir round all the picture-frames and behind 
the mirror. Kalleman kept looking about him with bright eyes 
that reflected the lights ; he was too overwhelmed to utter a sound. 

It was festive too in a way to see so many faces round the table ; 
they looked so well in this light. Merete was quite charming 
with her glossy reddish plaits hanging forward over her bosom. 
On the whole she was the best-looking of them all, not so fleshy 
as her brothers and sisters, her eyes were more open and her hair 
was darker and softer. She must have been about eighteen now, 
Little Merete 

And it was lovely to get something to eat. They ate the roast 
pork with solemn enjoyment and said very little while so engaged. 
And afterv^ards it was good to feel satisfied. Ida Elisabeth got 
rather sleepy ; her cheeks were burning so from the weather. 
When Else came in with the coffee-tray Ida Elisabeth found that 
she must actually have taken a little nap. 

Then the girls cleared the table, and the little boys, Vikarr and 
Geirmund, grew restless with impatience before the closed door 
of the drawing-room. But at last the signal came — ^a long-drawn 
violin note from within. The boys flung themselves at the door, 
burst it wide open, and there stood the Christmas tree beaming 
and glittering and Jens Braato in the gleam of the candles with 

the fiddle under his chin : “ In heaven, in heaven It was 

an old folk-tune he was playing, and meanwhile all the others 
stole away and sat quietly round the room. Till Jens Braato laid 
aside his violin and bow, took the huge old Bible and opened the 
brass clasps. 

— ^Ida Elisabeth remembered, two years ago, how impossible 
it had been to keep Solvi quiet while Bebbe was reading the Christ- 
mas gospel. Kalleman lay with his head against her breast — on 
looking down at him she discovered that he was asleep. 

So she did not move when Jens Braatd took up his fiddle again 
and her mother-in-law sat down at the piano. The others formed 
a ring about the Christmas tree. Borghild Braatd struck a chord, 
the violin led off, clear and full, and they all joined in, singing : 
“ Ring out, ye bells, ring out before the dawn ” 

But after the first verse Borghild Braato broke off, jumped up 
and came to her : “ You must come too, Lisken dear — ^and ICalle- 
man — come along ” — ^she gave Ida Elisabeth a rapid, affectionate 
kiss on the cheek. “ It’s Christmas, you know ! ” Ida Elisabeth 
mumbled in confusion, the slippers — they were too big for her 
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— and her mother-in-law burst out laughing, in happy relief : 

Nonsense ! We take things as they come here ! ’’ 

She broke the chain between Frithjof and Helga, the elder of 
the strange girls, put Kalleman’s hand into his father’s, hooked 
his mother in on the other side : ‘‘ There ! Now Kalleman can 
dance round the Christmas tree between his mamma and his 

papa ” With a happy smile all over her face she turned back 

to the piano, and the music began again. 

It was late before they got through the whole programme, for at 
Vettehaugen every Christmas Eve had to be celebrated in the 
same fashion and nothing could be left out. The parents played 
and the children sang all the Christmas hymns, and then came 
Cutting the Oats and The Juniper Bush and the other games, 
and then the dancing ballads. After that came the distribution 
of presents, and Christmas sweets, and finally the Christmas 
supper with pickled pork and salt meat and home-brewed temper- 
ance beer — ^but then Borghild Braato, outside the usual order, 
had to arrange sleeping accommodation for her two imexpected 
guests. 

It was decided that they should sleep together in one bed up 
in the little girls’ room. And Borghild Braato brought a pile 
of bedclothes and sheets down into the drawing-room and 
made up a bed on the sofa — ^Merete was to sleep there to- 
night. 

The room was nearly dark now, only the piano candles were 
alight and there was a cosy smell of snuffed wicks and spruce. 
Ida Elisabeth was half asleep in the rocking-chair by the window. 
Outside the wind roared round the house, now and again the 
snow hissed against the panes, though the storm had subsided a 
good deal. — Jens Braato was saying that if it was fine to-morrow 
and no one came for Helga and Lovise, he would borrow the 
sledge from Teie and drive the girls home ; it would be a grand 
drive, there was room for six anyhow, and Kalleman. 

— She had had great trouble in getting him to bed — the boy 
was fearfully overtired and howled at having to sleep in his under- 
clothes, he would have his combination. — And she had helped 
Jamgerd with the washing up. — Now she was tired. But it had 
certainly been a jolly Christmas Eve, and they were sweet, in their 
cheerful happy-go-lucky way, and it was wonderful how her 
father-in-law could go on playing like that all through the evening. 
And then she was glad they had not said a word about that — 
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Frithjof had been so taken up with everything else that he hadn’t 
even mentioned her. 

Little Merete came in, undressed in the comer and slipped 
into bed. The Christmas tree was moved to one side, so that 
its branches overhung the foot of the sofa. 

Are you comfortable, my treasure ? ” asked her mother, as 
she came in with a jingling tray of glasses and a bottle. This was 
Frithjof’s present to his father, a bottle of port that had been 
given him by a commercial traveller a few days before. 

‘‘ Oh yes, mamma, it’s lovely and comfortable 

“ Don’t sit over there, Lisken dear, I’m afraid you’re in a 
draught ” — ^her mother-in-law lighted the old blue moonlight 
lamp and arranged the glasses on the table ; ‘‘ come and take a 
glass of wine, it’ll do you nothing but good.” 

The house was still — the tramping and clatter from the rooms 
above died away in a few last pattering footsteps and muffled 
thuds ; the roar of the forest and of the sea outside grew so plain, 
a gust of wind struck the walls, making them cr^, and went 
howling on. Only the parents, the son and his wife were still 
up, seated round the table. 

Mamma, mayn’t I have a little wine too ? ” asked Merete 
from the sofa. 

“ It can’t do her any harm,” said Frithjof. “ Do give her a 
glass, mamma.” 

The Braatds had been abstainers for many years, Fru Borghild 
was still a member of the Lodge, but Jens Braato had taken his 
name off on coming to the conclusion that the ideal was not total 
abstinence and prohibition, but ceremonious drinking. ‘‘ Such 
as our people practised in former times. Then every farm had 
brandy in the house, but not that they touched the bottle — it was 
allowed to stand in the cupboard for months at a time. But if 
a guest came to the house, the bottle was brought out, and the 
dram glass and the sugar bowl ! A dram, and a lump of sugar, 
and then another dram, for the other leg — in handsome and 
ceremonious fashion, let me tell you ! And a drink for all hands 
when an3rthing extra was called for, a tough job on sea or land, 
to put life into a tired and frozen body. Teetotal all the rest of 
the year — ^but at merry-makings and funerals, hey, hey — well. 
I’ll go so far as to say this : hauged if I think it such a terrible 
thing if they did take a drop too much when it zi^as to be a festive 
occasion — those fellows who nez;er abused alcohol in the ordinary 
way. But now — ^Lord save us, what a state of things — ^illicit sale 
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and smuggled liquor and pocket pistols that they swig at as soon 

as they’re round the corner But of course, if Borghild 

thinks differently I respect her opinion ; I ask to be let alone 
with my convictions, but I respect everybody's convictions when 
they’re sincere 

He enjoyed his little glass of port in a way that was quite touch- 
ing to see. Poor man, he was indeed as temperate as could be 
— ^but how he relished it when he had a chance of preaching like 
this, as he sucked up his wine in blissful little sips 

Oh, dear me, I am fond of them after all, thought Ida Elisabeth 
— they’re somehow so innocent — ^middle-aged, without a penny, 
battered in the rough-and-tumble of life — ^grown-up they have 
never been. And I am without a penny, battered by life, because 
I never had a chance of being really a child. — ^But this evening at 
any rate we’ve had a good time — ^and even that is no small 
thing. 

Jens Braato divided what was left in the bottle among her glass 
and Frithjof’s and his own : ‘‘I’m sure mamma’s tired — ^and I 
dare say you are too — ^so here’s a happy Christmas, right up to 
Easter ” — he kissed his wife — that’s for you — ^instead of the 
drink ! ” 

It was nearly two o’clock — ^Ida Elisabeth was reeling with tired- 
ness when she got up and tried to stand on her feet. 

With their arms about one another’s shoulders her parents- 
in-law had gone to the sofa, where Little Merete was asleep under 
the Christmas tree. Borghild Braato beckoned to the young 
couple. 

“ Isn’t she charming ? ” she wlmpered with emotion. Merete 
lay with her cheek buried in the pillow and her thick plaits lying 
like chains over the delicate curve of her shoulders. “ Our sweet, 
lovely child, papa ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth and her husband stood waiting rather sheep- 
ishly while the older couple leaned in adoration over the young 
girl who looked in her sleep like a Christmas angel. Then 
Borghild Braato turned and embraced them both. 

“ Oh, my poor little Lisken ! ” She kissed her warmly on 
the cheek. “ But you mustn’t forget — yes, it makes me think 
of those lovely words of Grundtvig’s : 

** * But two who love one another 
Can heal the deepest wounds 
Just by a glance that is mutual 
And stroking each other’s hair.’ ” 
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That isn’t Grundtvig, mamma, it’s someone quite different 
— 1 believe it’s 

“ Well, well, but it may be just as true for all that,” Fru Borg- 
hild replied quickly, a little piqued. “ Oh, it is so true, so true ! 
It is so true, Lisken dear ! ” She kissed first her and then her 
son. And now I think we must go to rest. Happy Christmas 
once more, my dear children 

The day after Christmas they always went to a party at Teie. 

There were only the family from Vettehaugen, but they were 
nine strong, and then the Meislings — ^the engineer and his wife 
and Ciss and Sunniva and the two eldest boys who had now 
arrived at the dinner-jacket age. That was already a big party. 

Ida Elisabeth felt hopelessly out of it. She had smartened up 
her old blue georgette, but not succeeded very well with it ; it 
was too old now. And Fru Meisling and her daughters in reality 
were not so fearfully stylish, but they gave that impression. Fru 
Meisling was really almost ugly, with a little wrinkled face and 
prominent teeth, but she appeared elegant, always in black. The 
daughters looked as if they had stepped straight out of an English 
magazine, with fair bobbed hair framing their healthy faces, and 
pale green evening frocks cut far too low. For once Ida Elisabeth 
agreed with her mother-in-law, though she made no reply when 
the other remarked on the Meisling girls’ naked backs. 

But the food and the wine were excellent, of course. Jens 
Braato gave his little lecture on drinking culture ” and seemed 
to be having the time of his life, 

Ciss Oxley acted the part of hostess more or less and had on a 
perfectly lovely dress of steel-grey chiffon velvet. It occurred to 
Ida Elisabeth — ^surely that old buffer, Lars Sommervold, could 
never be casting his eyes on Cecilie Oxley now } If she had taken 
him at his word that time last summer, perhaps she noight have 
been the mistress of this house. Not that she had any regrets ; 
not for a moment had she thought of taking his proposal seriously. 
But that he had never so much as hinted at it since, that gave her 
after all a slight feeling of disappointment. Her father had told 
her that in Spain it was the custom, when a guest praised one’s 
house or anyAing in it, to say : everything I have is yours. But 
one had to beware of taking them at their word. Perhaps there 
was something of the same sort in Doctor Sommervold. 

They sat about in the big drawing-room with their sticky 
liqueur glasses in front of them and the last cold drops of coffee 
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in their cups ; Fru Meisling was at the grand piano in the middle 
of an endless sonata — ^when Doctor Sommervold came across to 
Frithjof. 

I should like to have a few words with you — ^if youll kindly 
come into my room/’ Frithjof looked up in alarm, but rose and 
went with the doctor. Whenever anybody said he wanted to 
have a word with him he put on that air of exaggerated jauntiness, 
as though he expected to be called over the coals for something 
he had done wrong and was getting ready to act surprise. 

But after a minute or two the doctor returned : 

If you can spare a moment, Ida — ^there’s something vre’d 
like to discuss with you.” 

Well, she too expected nothing but unpleasantness In the 

consulting-room Frithjof was seated in the patient’s chair — ^his 
face was perfectly slack and stupid, but as she entered he straight- 
ened himself, took a pull at his cigar and looked business-like. 

“ The thing is, Lisken, I’ve been offered a situation, through 
Doctor Sommervold — ^and so we’d like to hear what you 
think ” 

It was a place as chauffeur at a big private clinic outside Bergen. 
The wages were a hundred and sixty crowns a month with free 
lodging, light and heating : But there’s this in it, the doctor 
thinks I should have to be there alone for the present ; you 
couldn’t give up your business that you’ve taken so much trouble 
to work up — ^it would be dropping a safe thing for an uncer- 
tainty ” 

You needn’t ask — I think you ought to be very glad ! ” 
She saw that he must have been hoping she would raise objec- 
tions. “ In times like these, to be offered such a good job ! 
And a permanent situation too ! ” 

He should take it — ^she had made up her mind to that the moment 
she heard what it was. And the more she became aware that 
both Frithjof and his parents would rather he were let off, the 
more irrevocable was her determination that he should take it. 

They discussed the matter at great length on returning to 
Vettehaugen the same evening. Jens Braato had fastened upon 
a clause in the letter about a uniform allowance : “You know 
how cordially I have detested uniforms all my life ! At bottom 
they’re nothing but a sign that a man is pledged to obey the com- 
mands of another person — the sign of a free man’s abasement. 
Thank God — ^poor I have been all my life, but a free man — ^my 
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own master, and I must say I don’t like the idea of my son being 
forced to accept orders.” 

Is it better to be forced to accept help ? thought Ida Elisabeth 
defiantly. Too proud to take orders, but not too proud to be 
clothed by one’s wife or to accept one’s friends’ signatures on bits 
of paper. But she said nothing. 

i^d then this again ! It isn’t even a uniform properly 
speaking ; it’s a livery, nothing less. One couldn’t imagine a 
position that was less free ! ” 

‘‘ Oh, but really, father, it’s necessary in a hospital — they must 
have people who can carry out the orders of those in charge. 
It’s the same on board a boat for that matter, or on a farm — or 
anywhere 

Of course, of course, there must be someone in charge ; but 
it must all be based on voluntary, intelligent co-operation 

“ Frithjof must be intelligent enough to see that he ought to 
co-operate v/ith me in providing for us all.” She was herself 
dismayed at having spoken her mind to this extent. 

But now her mother-in-law took her up : 

“ It’s just therey dearest Lisa, that I think you’re so mistaken. 
I dorit believe there’d be anything gained if you’re to have two 
establishments — even if Frithjof lets one of his rooms to the porter 
and arranges to board there. There are so many other things, 

you see, in a town. Money flies Oh, my dear little Lisken, 

it’s not so important whether one has a little more or a little less 
to live on ; the great thing is affection, that the children may feel 
surrounded by the warm, secure, loving atmosphere of the home. 
Think of what difficulties Jens and I have been in many a time ; 

well, you have no idea But I really ask you : have you ever 

seen a happier, more harmonious home thm ours ? ” 

No She admitted it. “ But I am different. And 

perhaps you have been happy because you are as you are, and 
because there are others who are different,” 

Well, there you see ! ” said Borghild Braato radiantly. No 
— keep together, my dear children. Hitherto you have never 
been in wanty I know. And it’s very likely that Frithjof may get 
something to do here — ^in the herring season, for instance 

Next morning — ^they were to go home by the boat that afternoon 
— ^her mother-in-law came and confided to her the truth about 
Merete. She wept a good deal as she told it. She had not men- 
tioned it before for fear of spoiling their Christmas. 
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‘‘ But Vm wondering how many of us will meet together here 
next year, when the Christmas bells are ringing ! Herjulf is 
gone already, over two years, and he’s so little given to virriting^ 
you know. Else is to go to Oslo, and Jamgerd to Gitta’s, and 
now we have to send Little Merete away from us in this way. 

And if Frithjof is to leave home too O God, Lisken, can’t 

you understand what it feels like to me who have been used to 
having all my flock of children around me — and now at a blow 

to be stripped of half my earthly treasures 

Well but, mother, nobody can expect to keep her grown-up 
children at home for ever, just for the pleasure they give her. 
Some day they too must be given a chance of taking responsi- 
bilities. You ought to know what it is to lose them while they 
are still so small that one has the right to give them all and to be 
all to them 

“ Oh yes, indeed.” Borghild Braato dried her eyes. That’s 
just the point, responsibility — ^it seems to me you’ll be taking upon 
yourself a great responsibility if you let go of Frithjof in this way. 
Remember how young he is, and so good-looking — ^I’m sure he 
doesn’t mean any harm, but you know yourself how attractive 
he’s always been to the ladies, ever since he was a child. And 
in a way he’s still so impulsive and boyish. And accustomed to 
a married life. You understand what I mean ? ” She saw that 
her daughter-in-law had turned deep red. “ Oh but, my dearest 
Lisken, that is just what is natural and beautiful in life, that we 
were bom to be so to each other. And that is just why we women 
must guard the sacred flame, lest our men be driven to form 
unsee^y and immoral relations — that is all I wanted you to 
understand. You must not jeopardize the happiness of you 
both.” 

He shall go. If he can make up his mind to stick to his place 
and attend to his work, I shall be ready to join him — I can sell the 
business, I can take up dressmaking or something in Bergen. 
Even if we are more pinched than we are now, I shall be content. 
If only I can see Frithjof at work. 

It was useless to let oneself be so upset by her mother-in- 
law’s words. If she had thought she must try to make the best 
of a state of things in which she had got herself mixed up — ^it 
would never occur to these people that perhaps she did not feel 
comfortable in her position. By making the best of things she 
meant that she would have to provide as best she could for the 
people with whom she had become entangled, that she must 

105 



IDA ELISABETH 


restrain herself and avoid scenes, refrain from saying disagree- 
able things to them except on the few occasions when 5iere 
seemed to be a hope that they might be of some use. A sort 
of kindly feeling she had for them too, though she did not 
like them. And her mother-in-law thought — ^sometimes, at any 
rate — ^that she was a good wife for Frithjof. But then of course 
she could only imagine that this was because she loved Frithjof. 
Her mother-in-law took it for granted that they loved one another. 
And Frithjof believed the same. 

Loved It made her wild in her heart of hearts when 

she recalled that once, long ago, she must really have loved 
Frithjof. Incredible as it might seem now, ashamed as she was 
to thmk of it — once she had really been happy as she lay in his 
arms. She had been ardent and unrestrained when his behaviour 
showed her that he still felt they were on forbidden ground even 
after they were married — she wanted to make him feel safe, to 
strengthen his proper pride. — ^My dear boy, you’re a man now 

It was intolerable to remember this now — ^in between was the 
time when she had to learn little by little that all day long he 
would insist on remaining her irresponsible, immature, well-fed, 
chattering boy — ^always full of self-confidence, entirely lacking 
in pride. 

And he never even discovered that there was any difference. 
Now and again no doubt he had a sort of vague feeling that she 
received his caresses — ^well, not exactly as in Sieir newly married 
days. But he comforted himself with the reflection that after 
all they were not newly married, it was reasonable enough that 
she should be rather tired at times, she had so much to attend to. 
But it did not occur to him that it made any essential difference 
in their relations, whether he had her because she wished to 
bind herself to him, or because she had bound herself to him 
once for all, and, as her father had been in the habit of saying, 
what one has signed in one’s cups one must abide by when 
sober. 
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I DA ELISABETH kept a stiif upper lip — ^parried all the 
objections raised by Frithjof and the old people, pictured to 
Frithjof all the joys and advantages of town life. When he had 
properly settled down to the life of the hospital and she had 
found someone to take over her business, she and the boy would 
join him — she discovered with a bright gleam of surprise that 
it was actually true, she did look forward quite hopefully to a 
change of this sort. In town there would surely be no one 
who would care to discuss their affairs. A chauffeur and his 
wife who did dressmaking. Perhaps it meant descending in the 
social scale, as her parents-in-law called it, and to begin with 
at any rate they would scarcely be better off financially. But it 
would put an end to what had disgraced them both so long — 
that he lived by living with a wife, and that she was the wife 
of such a man. 

It was true that until this day Frithjof had never shown that 
he was in any way embarrassed by it. But even if his nature 
was such that he would never of his own accord have gone to 
look for anything to do, but on the contrary tried with all his 
might to avoid an3rthing that looked troublesome, it was not 
impossible that he might learn to like it, when once he had been 
thiust into the ranks of men who were something. Perhaps he 
would come to feel a certain pride in himself — ^and he had 
always been more interested in cars and motoring talk than in 
anything else. True, he was also expected to do some work in 
the garden, when he had time — ^he liked that less, but they could 
surely arrange so that she helped him with it. Oh — ^it would 
be all right — it must be 

She got his clothes ready, and it seemed as if Frithjof gathered 
courage to face the wide world in proportion as he saw the piles 
of shirts and underclothes and stockings growing on the sitting- 
room table. He handled them and examined the little woven 
marks with an F. B. in red which she had sewed on every garment. 
She would really have preferred to have made the journey 
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with him, to see what sort of quarters he was to have. But she 
could not possibly afford it. All the same she was in a good 
humour on the calm winter afternoon when she stood on the 
pier and waved as the boat stood out towards the rust-red 
skerries in the frost fog — cleaving behind her a thick, sluggish 
trail of smoke which was mirrored in black on the grey sea. 

The house was very quiet after he had gone. 

Knlleman was not at all good at sta 3 ring out of doors. Now 
and again of course there were spells of bad weather, when she 
was obliged to keep him in. But if there were only one or 
two degrees of frost he was back at the door almost as soon as 
she had put on his things and let him out : “ Mamma, I’m so 
cold.” He never cried, but he had such a fearfully troubled 
look. Even when she took him to join a crowd of other children, 
he slipped out of their games at once, just stood there 

At times it made her rebelliously impatient — ^that she could 
never have time to take him out for walks ! Just once during 
the winter they had been for a walk together over the bridge 
and up along die river — ^the Sunday after Frithjof left. It was 
a cold day, but he had said nothing about feeling it ; he had 
been too busy talking and asking questions — ^and he had had 
such a lovely colour in his cheeks when they came back. 

But she could only be glad that the shop gave her so much 
to do. It was wanted badly enough. Merete had to have a 
quantity of new underclothes before she went to the sanatorium, 
and Else and Jamgerd required all sorts of things before leaving 
home. For all this she received nothing in cash ; her mother-in- 
law promised her a ham and butter and fish. Sometimes Ida 
Elisabeth could scarcely see how she was going to meet her own 
outgoings. 

As a Christmas present for Elalleman Jens Braato had made 
a little table and chair, and he was allowed to have them in the 
shop, half hidden behind the counter, now that his mother had 
to keep him indoors so much. He sat as quiet as a mouse, if 
she just gave him pencil and paper. 

His drawings looked like mere scribbles, but no doubt they 
meant something to him. He made some long thin sausages 
with a sort of fringe at the lower end, and they were supposed 
to be people : that was mammas and papas and children, he 
explained, and that was the men standing on the pier when the 
steamer came, and that was two who were angry with each other. 
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One day he had drawn a round and filled it in with black shading. 
What was that meant for ? asked Ida Elisabeth. Carl looked 
up, whispered in a strange, frightened tone : “ That’s when 
they’re buried ” and quickly pushed the paper away. 

For Easter she bought the boy a box of coloured pencils. On 
the Sunday it rained in torrents, so they sat in the kitchen after 
she had cleared away the breakfast things. That was the only 
room Ida Elisabeth had been able to make at all pretty. She 
liked the fresh yellow colour of the walls, and for Easter she had 
made herself new kitchen curtains from a remnant of cotton 
voile with little green flowers on it. Olise had polished the 
tinware for her, and she had arranged the plates and cups 
according to their colour, and had put red checked cloths on the 
table and dresser. She felt a certain comfort now in sitting here — 
the window-box of chives and parsley was so fresh and green. 
She felt inclined to sit awhile and simply enjoy her ease — ^not 
start on anything useful just yet. If only she had had an amusing 

book, she thought, and a piece of chocolate 

‘‘ Mamma — can’t you draw ? ” the boy asked all at once. 

“ I used to be able to draw a little — ^when I was a little girl. ” 
“ Can’t you draw now ? ” 

I don’t know, Carl — ^it’s so many years since I tried.” 

The boy came and put his drawing things into her lap : 

‘‘ Oh, do try, mamma — ^I expect you can ! ” 

She had tacked together a sort of drawing-book for him of 
packing-paper in different colours. And she had a sudden 
impulse to draw with the white pencil on brown paper — ^the 
rough side. Birds she had been specially good at drawing when 
she was a child. 

What’s that going to be ? ” asked the boy eagerly ; he was 
leaning over the table opposite her. 

“ A pigeon — ^it’s supposed to be ” The first one was not 

very good, but her fingers seemed to remember as she went on — 
how she had done it when she drew them facing her and from 
the side and from below as they fluttered and flew — ^and a dove- 
cote, and the roof of a house with a dormer window and the 

face of a girl looking out and green trees behind 

When she had once started it was such fun that it was almost 
impossible to stop. “ And now with this one ! ” Carl begged 
her, holding out the violet pencil. Ida Elisabeth turned over the 
pages and drew on the light blue paper, a mountain and water 
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below it and a little steamboat under the cliff, took up the white 
pencil again and put in some white streaks on the top of the 
mountain : “ That’s snow, Carl.” The boy’s warm breath 
came against her forehead, his eyes were nearly starting out of 
his head ; he was so absorbed that he could only utter a breath- 
less word now and then — ^as she drew baskets of flowers and 
two kids butting and children with a skipping-rope and three 
ladies sitting on a bench and putting their heads together, which 
made Kalleman burst into a little laugh of delight 

Afterwards she wondered to herself — ^why it had never occurred 
to her to draw for her children. But on thinking of Frithjof 
she felt a sudden repugnance : she could not have done it even 
now if he had been at home — ^why, she did not know, but so it 
was. 

It led to her drawing for Knlleman fairly often after this — if 
he saw that his mother had a moment’s leisure in the evening 
he came at once and asked her to draw. And it was funny to 
see how obviously it reappeared in his scribblings — ^he was 
trying to copy what his mother had drawn for him. 

Fiuthjof had never been much of a correspondent, so his letters 
were infrequent and there was not a great deal in them. But 
he seemed to be in fairly good spirits. He told her about the 
new clothes he had bought himself — a blue suit, a spring over- 
coat, shoes with raw rubber soles. Well, he wanted them, poor 
fellow. But one day there arrived a vacuum cleaner and a 
letter from Frithjof — ^he had bought it for her on the instalment 
plan. She wished he had sent home a little money instead — she 
was so desperately hard up for cash. The food which her 
mother-in-law had sent came in very handy, but she was ever- 
lastingly short of ready money — ^for the wholesale people in the 
first place, and then there was lighting and taxes and Olise’s 
wages on the days she came to help. Milk and bread and a 
little sugar she had to buy — z few otier groceries too ; she and 
the boy could not live entirely on ham and butter from Vette- 
haugen. She took her eggs to the store, but the price was so 
low that her fowls scarcely paid for their own food. She had 
put off buying shoes for herself again and again and it looked 
as if she would have to put it off for a long time yet ; to provide 
Kalleman with new footgear she had been obliged to draw 
something from his savings-bank account. 

The vacuum cleaner might have been a good enough thing to 
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have, especially for cleaning the shop — ^if Frithjof kept up his 
payments on it, but she doubted whether he would meet the 
instalments regularly, and it was more than she could do. 

It was hopeless to think of getting rid of the business now. 
There were indeed two women who would be very glad to take 
it over, but the cash pa3rment they could offer was so insignificant ; 
she dared not risk any of the proposals they made her. 

But by this time she was used to money troubles — ^as one 
gets used to a chronic illness. And in spite of all she was 
happier and easier in her mind than she had been for a very 
long time — ^felt that after all she was a young and healthy woman. 
In the evenings when she was working in the garden or sitting 
at supper with the boy and listening to his chatter, it sometimes 
happened that all her anxieties sank below the horizon as it were 
for hours at a time. Carl she usually called him now — ^in her 
heart she had always thought Kalleman a nasty sticky name for 
the child, but it was Frithjof who had put it on him ; actually 
no doubt it was due to the grandparents ; it was the Vettehaugen 
way to have all these pet names. She had never been able to 
bear their calling her Lisken either ; nobody else had ever done so. 

She did not see much of them that summer. When the 
weather was fine she went for a walk with Kalleman almost 
every evening after closing-time. Up the bank of the river, 
along the beach to Vestnaes, or by the roads inland. She was 
more inclined to stop and talk to people they met, “ He’s 
grown finely this spring,” they said of Carl, and “ how well 
you’re looking, Fru Braato.” She was more willing to chat with 
her customers and laugh at what they told her — ^subconsciously 
she assumed that there was no longer much to be said about 
her own life ; it did not occur to her that the summer visitors 
discussed Frithjof’s absence and what it might signify. 

Sometimes she was invited upstairs to the Esbjornsens’ for 
coffee on Sunday afternoon, and occasionally she looked in on 
Marit to see her flowers. She was given some cuttings of her 
fuchsias and a little Louis Philippe which was already in flower. 

Carl was not nearly so good at letting himself be put to bed 
without protest that summer — ^at times she had to be down- 
right severe with him. And when at last she had got him into- 
his combination he would try to escape — ^he hopped away with 
little unpractised skips and feeble, tentative screams of wildness. 
His mother caught him, took him up in her arms and carried 
him to his bed : 
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‘‘ There, that’s enough for to-day — ^now you’ll lie down like 
a good boy and go to sleep ! My boy, my boy, my little, little 

boy ” She hugged him to her and kissed him, with eyes 

tightly closed to keep back the tears. The thought of Solvi 
was always close at hand, it followed her like a little shadow ; 
now it seemed to be just behind her, now at her side. But when 
she was struggling to get the boy to bed in the evening it seemed 
as though Solvi’s laughter haunted every corner, and it was 
inconceivable that the child was not somewhere about the rooms, 
waiting for her mother to catch her in her turn. 

Frithjof wrote once in a while, telling of great plans he had in 
his mind. — He had bought a fine violin very cheap, and now he 
had taken up his music again ; next winter he would stand himself 
some lessons, perhaps he might earn something in that way. 
Then he proposed to Ida Elisabeth that they should buy a second- 
hand car, he wanted to start for himself : “ Hurry up and get 
your business sold and come along here, you’ll see how finely 
we’ll get on.” Some time in the autunm he wrote that he was 

brushing up his knowledge of book-keeping and accounts ” — , 
a lady whose acquaintance he had made at due hospital had offered 
to give him some lessons and teach him English too, if he felt 
inclined. 

Ida Elisabeth wrote back and encouraged him to stick to the 
place he had been lucky enough to get. She laughed at herself 
as she wrote — ^the letter was so smugly prudent ! She praised 
his virtuous intentions with regard to the violin and foreign 
languages — ^and laughed. Well, well, it had to be done. But 
now that she had him at a distance it did not hurt her so much 
that her husband had to be treated like a child, with praise and 
admonition. 

When the firm from whom Frithjof had bought the vacuum 
cleaner dunned her for overdue instalments she did feel rather 
aimoyed, but still she laughed. For once in a way she rang up 
Iloctor Sommervold : “ Don’t you really think it’s time you had 

a vacuum cleaner at Teie ? ” She got him to take it over 

and rescued the fifty crowns that had been paid on it for her own 
shrunken coffers. That evening she bought four cream buns 
and treated Carl and herself. “ Wasn’t it lovely — ^what ? ” — ^she 
gave the boy a smacking kiss on the cheek — ^it felt round and firm, 
he had crumbs of cake right up to his eyes. Your mamma has 
been extravagant ” 
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Heavens, yes, that was it, and her extravagance had come to no 
more than this ! She laughed to herself recklessly — ^half-forgotten 
memories of her childhood floated through her mind : a palm 
court in Copenhagen where she had had tea with her fadier ; 
Langelinje, and round the shops with her mother — she had been 
given a ball dress entirely of Irish lace and a nutria coat and tor- 
toise-shell brushes with a coronet and monogram and coat of 
arms in gold, things that had been sold by war refugees, no doubt. 
And at the hotel where they stayed the bath belonging to her 

room had looked like marble Imagine that once she could 

have anything she liked to ask for Goodness knows how it 

would have turned out if this magnificence had lasted. She had 
almost forgotten what it was like — ^but of course she loved alt 
kinds of luxury at that time. And probably if the truth were 
told she had a turn both for passion and extravagance — ^so uncon- 
trollably indignant had she been at all the sickening unpleasantness* 
at home, and so light-headed when she threw herself away on 
Frithjof. — ^Well, life had managed to catch her and drive her in. 
Now she thought, almost with a kind of arrogance — it did not 
matter so very much. If she had been wild as a filly, she felt 
strong as a horse now ; she would be equal tocher load, it’s fun 
to pull through. — Four cream buns, it’s droll after all to make a 
dissipation out of as little as that ! “ Come, Kalleman, mamma’s 
going to do gymnastics with you. Haven’t we had fun this 
evening ? ” 

One day in the course of the autumn her mother-in-law came^ 
bringing with her a big basket of pears : “ They’re so delicious,, 
Lisken, I felt I must bring you some.” Borghild Braato was 
radiant. No sooner had they reached the kitchen and Ida 
Elisabeth had put on the kettle for coffee than it burst out of 
her : 

“ Oh, my dear Lisa, I’m so happy — ^I could fall on my knees 
this moment and thank God — ^well, I’ve done so too, you may 
be sure ! Fancy, Merete’s engaged ! And such a splendid 
husband she’ll have too ! ” 

It was a patient at the tuberculosis sanatorium ; Frede Nordbo 
was his name and he came from a big farm up in Nordmore with 
a store and a mill and everything. And he was such an excep- 
tionally fine character, and handsome and every inch a gentle- 
man, wrote Merete. 

Borghild Braato began to sob quietly : 
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“ You see, Little Merete was much more seriously attacked 
than we liked to tell you. Oh, I have been so alarmed about her, 
Lisken — she has always been so delicate, not nearly so robust as 
the rest of our children, and then, you know, there was that indes- 
cribable air about her, as though she did not really belong to this 
world. But now I feel so safe, you understand ; now that love 
has touched her God cannot choose but let her recover, for God 
is the God of love, Lisa ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth brought out the coffee-cups. She looked down 
at the other who was smiling through her tears — and she refrained 
from asking whether Merete’s sweetheart was also on the road 
to recovery. And Fru Braato said nothing about it. She pic- 
tured in glowing colours all that Merete would now be able to do 
for her brothers and sisters : Vikarr would become a business 
man, for no doubt he would be able to join his brother-in-law, 
and Merete could take either Jamgerd or Else into her house, as 
she was not strong and would need plenty of help : “ Oh, you 
know, in a big place like that there^s sure to be work for many 
people ” 

Help yourself, mother.” Ida Elisabeth offered her the plate 
of ham sandwiches. Again she was overcome by that strange 
feeling, tenderness and antipathy at the same time. There was 
indeed something grand in this confident affection for one’s own 
— ^and this blindness to ever3^ng outside one’s nest. 

What delicious ham — ^no, you don’t mean to tell me it’s the 
one I sent you ? I don’t know, Lisken, but ever3rthing seems 
to taste so good in your house.” Borghild Braato chatted as she 
ate : “ Well, really at times it’s almost as if God meant to heap 
coals of fire on my head. When I think how unhappy I was last 
Christmas. And then just that was to mean happiness for 
Merete ; fancy, perhaps we shall have them both home this 
Christmas ! And my Fiffi boy whom I used to be so anxious 
about — ^that too has turned out for the best, yes, for you’ve made 
him such an excellent wife, Lisken — ^that’s what I always write 
to him — ^poor fellow, I’m sure he’s longing to get back to his 
home. But now, thank goodness, he’ll be coming for Christ- 
mas ” 

“ Yes, he’s hoping to get a week’s holiday. But it’s a long 
time till then, you know, and of course something may happen to 
prevent it.” But then she thought it was detestable of her not 
to be able to refrain from throwing cold water on the other’s 
glowing visions of the glories to come. 
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F RITHJOF did come home for Christmas, He looked 
splendid — ^too fat if an 5 rthing, but that was a sign that 
the life agreed with him. It had been an experiment, and appar- 
ently it had turned out well. So Ida Elisabeth allowed herself 
to be infected by his delight at being home again — ^submitted with 
a sort of good-humoured sharing of his joy to Frithjof ’s tripping 
at her heels wherever she went. He was effusive in his descrip- 
tions of the terrible loneliness he had to struggle with in town : 
“ But youVe been longing just a little for your husband now and 
then, haven’t you, Lisken ? You can’t deny that ? ” He caught 
her in another violent embrace. She felt how small and slight 
she was in his arms, had an idea that she must be hard and sharp 
— she would have to take care she did not grow into a regular 
catamaran, for there was something in this too-plump, unsuspect- 
ing fellow which always roused a protest in her. So she gave a 
little laugh, as she freed herself : A little — ^as you may guess,” 

and tamely accepted his kiss. 

It was fine, calm weather that Christmas — ^a gleam of sun within 
the fog and a tinge of green over the bare fields, when they arrived 
at Vettehaugen on the morning of Christmas Eve. Merete and 
her fiance could not come, but a big photograph of the couple 
stood on the Christmas table among candles and heather. The 
fianc6 had a very ordinary, rather good-looking face with an 
enormous mass of curly hair brushed straight up — ^and he was 
so tremendously musical, Borghild Braato declared. Else too 
was missing from the Christmas table this year ; she had got a 
domestic situation in the neighbourhood of Oslo. But she was 
more or less forgotten, in all the fuss that was made about her sister. 

They went through the whole of the usual Christmas pro- 
gramme, but Ida Elisabeth could not succeed in working up any 
such feeling as she had had the year before. She remembered 
that then her heart had warmed in spite of all — ^because there had 
been something that touched her in these people’s affection for 
one another and their delight and their singing and music with 
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the storm howling about the comers of the house and the snow 
hissing against the windows — and there was sorrow and anxiety 
in the hearts of all, which they kept to themselves for the sake of 
Christmas. This year all the others were in such high spirits 
that she could not keep up with them : even the little Vikarr boy 
was already quite solemn, vaunting his dignity as a coming business 
man. In reality they were rather to be pitied — ^if this were to 

turn out a disappointment But in any case there must be 

some disappointment, and she knew that she would be the one 
who would have to listen to their complaints, to witness her 
mother-in-law’s tears, which always affected her so terribly, and 
her father-in-law’s innocent, mournful surprise at being dis- 
appointed once more. She could not help shuddering in anticipa- 
tion at the sympathy which she knew would be required of her 
— ^in addition, of course, to all the other demands they would 
make on her. 

For the present all she was asked to do was to make new dresses 
for her mother-in-law and Jarngerd ; Borghild Braato had the 
material, so it was only a question of the work and the trimmings. 
But it was alwa37S so difEcult to find time, and just now her hands 
were a good deal tied by Frithjofs visit, and she had to make 
up her books for the year. But they must have the clothes in 
January, when it was possible that Frede and Merete might come 
on a visit. 

Frithjof spread himself tremendously the days he spent at 
home with his parents ; he boasted of his exploits and talked 
motoring till all was blue, played the violin to his father too. 
Thai was a thing of which Jens Braato ought to have been a judge 
— 'but he seemed quite pleased with his son’s performances on 
the fiddle ; Frithjof had left it alone for so long, but allowing for 
that his father thought he had made great progress. Frithjof had 
also a good deal to say about that lady who had given him some 
commercial training ; he hinted that she was rather gone on 
him, but of course he didn’t care for her in thai way ; she was 
easy to get on with and very friendly with him, but fairly old and 
not a bit pretty. Even that did not appear to shock his parents 
— ^though it was shabby of him to speak thus of his friend, Kamilla 
Ame. To Ida Elisabeth he had never mentioned her, and she 
had not cared to ask him about his studies, because, for one 
reason, she was not so sure that there was any truth in what he 
had written about them. For that matter, most of what he told 
his mother and father might easily have been invention. 
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The house at Teie was closed that Christmas ; Doctor Sommer- 
void had gone to his daughter-in-law who was ill — ^it was believed 
to be cancer, Borghild Braato had heard. Nevertheless, it almost 
seemed as if the Vettehaugen people were a little offended at being 
done out of the Christmas party at Teie this year. 

All through the holidays Ida Elisabeth was longing for the 
return of working days. She had made a great wreath of pine 
twigs, and she intended to go down to the sexton's and buy some 
snowdrops or tulips ; his wife generally forced some of these for 
decorating graves. Subconsciously Ida Elisabeth was looking 
forward to this walk to the churchyard, for there she could be 
alone, could weep undisturbed and enjoy a brief respite from 
bemg unnatural, gentle and balanced. But Frithjof had seen 
her go off with the wreath on her arm, and so he came running 
after. — She gave up calling at the sexton's for flowers, and after 
laying her wreath on the grave she simply stood waiting, while 
Frithjof looked down at the tangle of frosted grass with a stiff 
emotional stare : Our lovely little darling ! I feel as if J could 
scarcely grasp it even now, that she's lying there. Oh, you may 
be sure I've thought of Solvi very often, as I sat alone in my room 
in the evening, in town " 

On the second day of the new year Frithjof went back. Ida 
Elisabeth left her stocktaking to see him off. The last few days, 
since their return from Vettehaugen, she had scarcely had time 
to talk to him. And now the rush of new year's business was 
full upon her. 

She was a good deal upset on becoming aware of certain sensa- 
tions in her body which she knew of old. Of course, it might 
turn out that they did not mean anything — ^but she had no great 
hope of it. Well, in that case she would have to take it calmly. 
For Carl at any rate it might be just as well if he were no longer 
the only one. The boy's nature was such that he needed her 
most careful attention ; but she often thought it could not be 
good for him to notice how unremittingly she watched over him. 
He was terribly fond of her, thank God, and surely it was not 
possible for a mother to be too fond of her children. It must all 
depend on the kind of fondness. She herself in her heart of 
hearts had been so fond of both her father and mother that she 
was quite astonished to discover how little her affection for them 
had suffered from the furious revolt they had excited in her when 
she saw them destroying themselves. It reminded her of rust 
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on solid iron objects ; they may be perfectly red outside and one 
may be able to knock great flakes off the surface — ^but this is after 
all very little in comparison with the massive core which is firm 
and unaffected. But she would be very unwilling to see her 
children fond of anyone in that way. — ^Though perhaps that was 
better than being fond of one’s parents as Frithjof and his brothers 
and sisters were fond of Jens and Borghild ; there was not even 
calculation in their feeling, so little did they think of their parents ; 
they merely clung to them as young birds cling to the nest, so 
long as they cannot shift for themselves. And they were as fond 
of tiieir children as anyone could possibly be — ^it was only the 
manner of their fondness which must be so utterly crazy. Never 
do a thing without bearing in mind what was best for the children, 
but never let them see that they were her constant occupation — 
something like that ought to be her rule — ^and then she ought not 
to make too much of a pet of Carl. 

But at present she could not help a certain shrinking of the 
heart whenever she had a reminder of the new possibility. She 
needed all her health just now, so as not to have to think of her 
body ; in fact, she needed to be so well that she could put off its claims 
with the minimum of food and sleep. And an affair of this kind 
must involve some additional expense, even on the cheapest scale. 

At the end of January she had a letter from a lawyer in Sogn. 
He wrote that it had come to his knowledge that she was thinking 
of disposing of her business, and in that case he might open 
negotiations with her on behalf of two elderly ladies, daughters 
of the former clergyman at Rostesund. If she were willing to 
consider their offer he would come, if she wished it, to Berfjord 
for a personal conference. 

Ida Elisabeth replied without a moment’s delay that in any 
case she would be glad to hear further particulars ; it would be 
best of course if they could meet and discuss the matter person- 
ally. — ^As things stood it was better to realize her plan of joining 
Frithjof. She would have to put forth her utmost strength in 
the endeavour to help him, so that he might keep his place. If 
they both worked for their home they would surely get along, 
and she would be rid of that feeling of disgrace, which was the 
worst of all — ^the feeling that she could neither respect nor rely 
on the man who was the father of her children. 


The correspondence with the lawyer in Sogn developed on quite 
promising lines ; he held out a prospect that he might visit her 
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at the beginning of March. So she wrote to Frithjof that she 
now had good hopes of disposing of the business so that she and 
Carl could join him. She would not say anything at present 
about the new factor in the situation. It was no use frightening 
him yet awhile with the prospect of increased responsibility. 

A week or so after dispatching this letter she was in the shop 
measuring long-cloth for a woman from Helle. She heard the 
back door open, and a voice — ^but surely it was Frithjof’s — and 
next moment Carl appeared, ran up to her and whispered in a 
frightened voice : 

Mamma — ^papa’s here again — ^he’s sitting on the wood- 
box ” 

‘‘ Excuse me,’’ she said to the customer, and to Carl : “ Oh, 
I want you to be quick — ^put on your things and run up to Olise, 
ask if she can come here at once.” She went out into the kitchen. 

There sat Frithjof, leaning forward with his head in his hands, 
and both his suit-cases stood before him on the floor. 

But good gracious, Frithjof — what is it — ^are you ill ? ” 

He raised his head, looked up with a woefully tragic air. Then 
he stood up and came over to her. 

Well, here I am again, Ida Elisabeth ! ” With that he em- 
braced her. It’s my nerves, you see — ^and so I couldn’t do 
anything else, I had to come home ! Oh, Lisken, how I’ve been 
longing for you ! ” 

“ Well, but take your things off, won’t you — ^and go into the 
sitting-room, there’s a fire there. Excuse me a moment, I’m 
serving a customer ” 

The woman from Helle wanted three yards of stuff for a child’s 
frock too, and Ida Elisabeth took down piece after piece of woollen 
material. Something in muslin then, won’t that do ? Or 
tartan ? The same that Ola Markussen had a piece of for a 
Christmas present for his twins — oh yes, I remember very well, 
but I see tfiere’s only a small remnant left of it, not quite two 

yards — ^no, that won’t be enough ” She felt her heart like 

a heavy lump in her breast — ^ugh, what new bother could this 
be. At last the other finished her shopping, and Ida Elisabeth 
went back to her husband. 

“ But to think of your being ill, Frithjof — ^and you didn’t 
write me a word about it ? ” 

“ No, what would have been the good of that — ^when you 
couldn’t do anything for me ? But at last I couldn’t stand it 
any longer.” 
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Had he lost his job ? — But she felt she couldn't ask about that 
straight away. He must have something to eat first anyhow. 
It was Wednesday, when they generally had minced meat and 
sausages from the butcher’s. The thought of the red mince lying 
there in white enamelled bowls made her mouth water ; xmcon- 
sciously she grew more cheerful for having an excuse to buy it. 
That winter she had only cooked a dinner on the days Olise was 
there ; it took time even to prepare a dish of fish. She gave Carl 
milk and bread and eggs — ^it was good food for a child, and he 
liked it. Poor boy, how glad he would be to get Sunday fare in 
the middle of the week. 

It was impossible to make anything of Frithjof. He said he was 
ill — suffering from his nerves. No, he hadn’t had any accident 
on the road, none that mattered anyhow, none that he was to 
blame for — ^but he felt in himself that his nerves would not stand 
this everlasting strain any longer. No, he hadn’t been to a doctor, 
and he wouldn’t go now eitibter — ^at any rate not before Doctor 
Sommervold came back. There was once more only a locum 
tenens, a new one who knew nothing about him or his family 
history. 

I must tell you, Ida Elisabeth, I’m not suited for town life. 
I’ve always felt unsettled everywhere else except at home here 
on our fjord. I don’t feel happy in town.” 

“ I’ve never been asked if I felt happy in Berfjord.” 

Well, but you do, don’t you ? One can’t imagine a more 
beautiful spot, and we know everybody and have father and 
mother close by, and we’ve got on quite well up to now 


The news of Frithjof ’s return had naturally been carried by the 
boat to Vallerviken ; she might expect one of them to come tearing 
down at any moment. 

No, I haven’t any confidence in a locum — ^remember how it 
was with Solvi ! After all it was madness to ask me to take a 
post as chauffeur just after such an experience. And I’ll tell 
Sommervold so, as soon as I meet him.” 

“ It’s not certain that he’ll be home before Easter,” 

Frithjof gave her a hesitating look but said nothing, 

“ Can’t you tell me exactly how it is, Frithjof ? ” she asked. 
Have you lost your place at the clinic ? ” 

At that he flared up and swore solemnly that he had not ; 
his place was kept open if he chose to go back ; he had merely 
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got leave. The only thing was that it was utterly impossible for 
Siem to live together at the hospital, for many reasons. 

Perhaps it would be doing an unscrupulous thing, thought Ida 
Elisabeth, to force him to go back to a comparatively responsible 
position in the distracted state in which he appeared to be. That 
is, if he was not play-acting, for her and for himself. 

You didn’t say a word about all this when you were home 
at Christmas,” she said despairingly. Then everything was as 
rosy as it could possibly be.” 

‘‘ At Christmas ! Well, but then I hadn’t a notion you were 
thinking of anything of this sort ! Breaking up our home and 
plunging us all into uncertainty 

“ But we were agreed about that the whole time, Frithjof 

No ! How could I imagine you would act on it in earnest ? ” 
His voice had changed to a kind of blubbering. I don’t under- 
stand how you can have the heart — destroying our little home 
where we have been so happy.” 

It must be that and nothing else, she saw now — consciously 
or unconsciously he must have counted on always being able to 
come back here, and he had lost his head altogether when it 
looked as though her plans of moving were to be taken seriously. 

No, indeed it was not easy to Imow what she ought to do 
now. She had been in the habit of thinking that at any rate 
she had one great advantage : there was no one so near to her 
as to know her thoughts and feelings. Doctor Sommervold was 
the only one in whom she had confided a little now and then ; 
but afterwards she had always felt rather clammy and washed 
out, as after an attack of fever. Even when it had resulted in 
his helping her she had thought the help dearly bought by 
talking about herself. — But now she wished indeed he had been 
here to consult. 

It was Jens Braato who came out on the third day — ^mamma 
was in bed with inflammation of the ear after her cold, he 
explained. Thank God — well, of course it was horrid to think 
that, and inflammation of the ear is said to be very painful, but 
anyhow Ida Elisabeth preferred having her father-in-law to 
talk to. She was pretty desperate by this time : the only thing 
she had got clear about was that Frithjof had made up his mind 
he would not on any account go back to Bergen. She almost 

began to fear — there might be something behind it Had 

he done something which made him afraid to face ? Well, 

in that case she would be sure to hear of it soon enough. 
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While Frithjof talked on and on his father sat and looked at 
him with the expression which always disarmed Ida Elisabeth. 
His light brown eyes were so handsome, and he seemed to be 
just as much surprised and hurt each time anything went amiss 
with him. This time she foimd a kind of backing in her father- 
in-law — ^he expressed the opinion, very feebly, it is true, that 
Frithjof ought to go back to town and at any rate give it one more 
trial. “ Do that, my boy — ^if you can't manage it we'll find 
something else, you'll see." But at the same time he thought 
Ida Elisabeth ought not to give up just yet — that was the expres- 
sion he used. “ I quite see that you may often have been in 
difficulties — but it has succeeded so far ; it’s not a bad business 
that you have here.” — To tell the truth,” he said when they 
were alone for a moment, “ I don’t believe you’ll get Frithjof 
to go back unless you promise him that you’ll keep up your 
home here for him.” 

‘‘ But what if I won’t promise that ? ” She dared not 

sell if it was a fact that Frithjof had already Ic^t his place or 
guessed that it was only a question of time when he would be 
given notice. But if she were to stay on here and be burdened 
with this impossible lout of a man who wouldn't do a hand’s 

turn Oh, if only there had not been this new arrival in 

prospect ! For the first time in her life she fervently desired — 
that she might be rid of it. 

The next day was a mail-day, and Frithjof went to fetch the 
post. As Ida Elisabeth took her letters from him she noticed 
casually that they had a disgusting smell of scent. There were 
some bills, a new price list from the firm which supplied her 
with overalls and the like, and a letter from the lawyer in Sogn. 
Frithjof stood watching her as she opened her mail. 

“ Is that the man you've been in correspondence with — about 
selling ? ” 

She nodded. 

“ Are you still thinking of that ? ” 

“ Certainly I am.” 

“ But father advised you not to 

“ I have a great esteem for your father, Frithjof, in many 
ways. But not exactly as an adviser in business matters.” 

Frithjof blinked his eyes a few times. Then he turned and 
left her. 

Soon after, when she went into the kitchen to start the dinner, 
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her eye was caught by a letter in an oblong violet envelope, lying 
in the middle of the floor. Ida Elisabeth picked^ it up. It was 
addressed to Frithjof, and it was responsible for the smell of 
scent. Ida Elisabeth put it on the dresser, but the stink of it 
was so penetrating that she moved it outside to the scullery. 

Presently Frithjof came in. “ You haven ^t seen a letter, 
have you ? — his face showed an expression of tense anxiety. 
‘‘ I believe I must have dropped it out of my pocket 

It’s in the scullery — on the top of the cupboard.” 

He crossed the kitchen in three leaps and returned with the 
letter in his hand. “ Have you read it ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth laughed. “ Are you crazy ? ” 

“ Oh, thank God,” he exclaimed in a loud whisper. 

When she came into the sitting-room, after washing up the 
supper things, she was sitting down to sew. The letter lay on 
the window-ledge by her machine. 

Can’t you take care of this letter of yours ? ” she asked with 
irritation. “ Put it away or burn it, but don’t leave it lying all 
over the place ! ” 

Frithjof got up hastily from the table, put down the paper — 
and now he came, took the letter and stood facing her, holding 
it in his hand. He looked so ridiculous — ^and suddenly the idea 
struck her that he had been dangling this envelope in front of 
her nose to excite her curiosity. Dear, dear, had he made a 
conquest in town, and did he insist on her hearing of it ? 

Oh, I say, would you mind looking after the stove for me — 
I must finish this to-night.” 

Frithjof did not move and seemed to be revolving something 
in his mind. 

You don’t ask to see it ? ” he whispered in a stifled voice. 

No, indeed I don’t.” 

The letter was dropped on the sewing-machine in front of 
her. “ Read.” He went back and sank upon the table, bur3ring 
his head in his arms. “ It is best you should know all ! ” 

She looked at him disapprovingly. Then she picked some 
sheets of paper out of the envelope : 

‘‘ My darling boy ! 

Now night has come again and I am sitting here alone in the 
comer of our sofa^ so you may well imagine that my thoughts and 
longings go to you^ and I am wondering how you are^ my dearest 
darling^ 

“ What damned rubbish is all this ? ” asked Ida Elisabeth, 
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and Frithjof groaned : “ Read it, won^t you So she went 

on reading : 

“ You htow how eagerly I am waiting for a letter from you. 
Hceoe you found an opportunity of Jicmng a straight talk with 
your wife, and how did she take your announcement of the resolu-* 
tion you have come to ? Of course I understand so well that you 
shrink from having to say this to her, but then she is a sober and 
sensible woman of busmess, at any rate that is the impression I 
have gathered from all you have told me about her and from her 
letters, and fortunately the financial side of the question is of no 
importance to her, as she is entirely independent in that reject, 
so it must he possible to make her realize that it would be extremely 
ill-bred of her to refuse to set you free.^' 

She had a strangely cold tingling sensation all over her face 
as she read. It was sickening, mawkish stuff to have to do 
with — Ida Elisabeth folded the sheets, looked at the signature : 

your own Vera who is longing for you.^^ But then some words 
caught her eye at the top of the last sheet : 

— he able to understand how unreasondble and vulgar it would 
he of her to insist on your being bound for Ufe by a marriage which 
was contracted as the result of a juvenile faux pas. Naturally I 
understand how painful it must be to you to came her sorrow, 
especially after the misfortune of losing your little girl last year, 
hut then she will be able to keep the boy, and as the sexual side is 
dead between you it would not be even moral if a new and deep 
and ardent feeling were to he sacrificed on the altar of a marriage 
which has lost its deepest meaningl^ 

I see.” She put the letter back in its envelope. Her 
fingers had turned so cold that they trembled. “ So you want 
a divorce. Well, there’s nothing to prevent that, you may be 
sure.” 

Yes, but that’s just what I don’t want ! ” He screamed 
aloud. “ How can you imagine such a thing ! Do you see now 
why it’s impossible for you to come and join me ? Her sister’s 
in the office there ! I canH go back there, surely you imder- 
stand that at last ! ” He seemed quite hysterical. 

“ Indeed, I do nothing of the sort. On the contrary, I think 
you have every possible reason for going back as quickly as ever 
you can — to this Vera ! ” Ida Elisabeth was about to fling the 
letter away, but then she checked herself — ^put it in the pocket 
of her apron : “ I dare say I’d better retain this document.” 

Frithjof glanced up rapidly. Are you going to answer her ? ” 
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I ? ” She laughed. “ But by the way, who is this person ? 
Why, it’s she who was giving me lessons — ^Kamilla Arne’s 
her name, but she liked me to call her Vera. But you under- 

stand, I never thought it would go so far, I assure you 

She’s much older than I am for one thing, and to begin with 
she was just sort of motherly, it really never occurred to me that 
she meant anything of this kind ! But you see, I was absolutely 
alone there, and we sat together in that room of hers every 

blessed evening, so you can imagine But I won’t have 

any more of it, no, God knows I won’t. That’s why I came 
home, you understand, after I’d been at home here at Christmas 
and been with you again and the boy and all of them at home — 

but then she noticed a change in me Well, then I ran 

away, Lisken. For I saw that I must get out of it, I wanted to 
be out of it, you understand ! ” 

“ Well, that must be your aifair. But at any rate I too am 
going to get out of this now.” 

“ God ! Ida Elisabeth — ^what do you mean — I don’t under- 
stand 

Don’t you } One thing is that I didn’t want — ^if one has 
taken the devil on one’s back one has to carry him over the 
stream, I thought. But if the devil himself does one the kind- 
ness to jump down, you don’t suppose anyone is going to be 
so foolish as actually to squat down and beg him to be so good 
as to get up again ? I propose that you t^e the boat back to 
town to-morrow and inform your friend Vera that you and she 
can be married as much as you like, I give you my blessing.” 

“ Ida Elisabeth — you can’t mean this 

Oh, you great fool — do you believe you’ve ever known 
anything of what was in my thoughts ? ” 

He looked up at her, helplessly, from where he sat. 

“ But, Ida Elisabeth — ^it’s ym I’m fond of, don’t you. under- 
stand ? That other business — w^hy, it’s only the sort of thing 
one’s apt to say when one has got oneself into a certain kind of 
situation. You really ought to be able to see that, a sensible 

woman like you. But you’re the only one I’m fond of 

She looked away and made no answer. 

“ Ida Elisabeth — we’ve been so fond of each other alw^ays — 
ever since we were children ! Just think of when I was home 

at Christmas — well, and now too 

Be careful ! ” she said quickly, under her breath. 

On looking at him again she saw she had really given him a 
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scare. And at the same moment she recalled fragments that 
she had read of that letter — details the meaning of which de- 
tached itself from the general foggy sense of disgust. 

So she’s well posted about our aifairs, your new flame 

She knows that you’re married and have a child and that weVe 
recently lost a little girl and that I have a business, etcetera. 
Taking it all round I think Vera has honestly deserved to get 
you — ^and so she shall, damn it, if I can bring it about. Fond 
of you ! ” she said on seeing him cringe. “ M’yes, if she’s as 
good as her word and really marries you. I’ll wish you joy with 
all my heart, I shall be pleased if you’re happy with her. But 
then you’ll have to buck up and behave decently, or she may get 
a fright before it comes off and you’ll be left ! ” 

Frithjof lay with his face against the table, crying softly. 

Oh — oh — oh — I never thought — you’d take it like this ! I 
felt so sure, so sure that when I’d told you all, you’d help me. 
I was so certain you were fond of me and would help me out 
of this mess 

A sickening fear seized her — that she might allow herself to 
be borne down, from habit and from all the deposits that their 
life together had left within her, layer upon layer — ^if he should 
go on like this. Weeping and wailing and saying he had relied 
on her being fond of him and willing to help him — ^if he were 
allowed to carry on with this long enough, she did not feel sure 
of herself, did not know what she might end by doing. For 
he hadn’t even a suspicion of the shabbiness of his conduct. 
All he thought was undoubtedly that he had been guilty of a 
trifling infidelity, but now that he had come back and begged 
her pardon all would be well again. With a sharp pang she 
saw in a flash — ^yes, so it might have been if she had had a 
properly grown-up man for a husband — ^if there had been that 
between them which neither could destroy entirely nor blab 
about to any third person. And in that case she could have 
felt real sorrow now, could have been made furious by her pain, 
but would have yielded in the end and tried to continue her life 
with him, since they belonged to each other after all. 

And then the children, Lisken ! ” he wailed. “ Think of 
Solvi — do you remember when we went together to look at her 
grave, only this Christmas ! And Knlleman — you wouldn’t 
separate me and Kalleman, would you } ” 

She gave a little sigh. No, there was nothing to bind them 
together. Never more would she have to drag him with her, 
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if she wanted to go out to her grave. She would be free to 
fight for her child without the feeling that she had a heavy log 
chained to her foot. She would be rid of them now — ^him and 
all his crowd — yrould have her hands free to support what was 
her own flesh and blood 

“ Well, Tm sorry, Frithjof,’^ she said gently ; but there’s 
nothing else for it. As this friend of yours writes, I must 
naturally be given custody of the boy. And it’s sad that it is so, 
but you’ve never been up to much as a father. You are not 
fit to take care of what you have yourself put into the world. 
And so it’s better for Carl too that I be excused having to take 
care of any others than him.” 

How you talk ! ” He sobbed despairingly. “ Didn’t I 
take — ^may I ask you who it was that looked after Solvi all the 
time — ^but I suppose I’m to be blamed for what happened to 

her. But I tell you, it wasn't my fault Now his loud 

falsetto scream had come back again. 

No, no, Frithjof, I know that.— You’d better go to bed 
now,” she begged him suddenly, in a low, tired voice. Oh, 
do go, please 

She seemed to see all at once that this was just the awful 
thing about it. A mother can be both father and mother to 
her children, and perhaps a man too can be both mother and 
father, if the worst comes to the worst and he is left alone with 
them. But when a mother has to take the place of a father while 
the father hangs about seeming to assume the part of the mother — 
why, that is simply iniquitous, utterly against the order of 
nature — ^there is something in it which seems to threaten all 
sorts of disasters, it made her think of dissolution and corpses 
full of breeding corruption. 

“ Oh, oh, oh,” he moaned. Oh, that doctor — yes, he did 
me a nice turn when he got me packed off to that clinic ! I 
shan’t forget to tell him so too. As far as that goes I know very 
well it was he who put it into your head that I don’t do anything 
for my children — ^he’s been at me before with that tale, that I 
don’t help you enough to keep the family 

Ida Elisabeth took her sewing out of the machine, folded it 
and put on the lid, Now you must go to bed,” she said 
quietly. 

All the same, the last thing he said had given her a shock. 
There was probably something in it. It made her hot to think 
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of all she had told Doctor Sommervold about herself and Frithjof. 
People never can know enough of others to judge them fairly 
in what they say and think — ^this was a conviction that had grown 
strong in her during ail the years in w^hich she grew out of her 
childhood and saw her parents going to the bad. She had tried 
as well as she could to conceal her own feelings about all this — 
it’s no concern of others ! Folk talk an endless lot of nonsense 
when they retail all their misunderstandings and scraps of informa- 
tion about other people, putting this and that together and drawing 
conclusions and feeling sure they know what they only imagine 
themselves to know. But even Sommervold could not know 
enough about the relations between her and Frithjof to pass 
judgment as he did. As a doctor he knew that she was a healthy 
person who must be responsible for what she did, and that 
Frithjof was not altogether accountable in this way — ^there was 
something in her that rebelled when Sommervold laid all the 
blame on Frithjof— and as a matter of fact he had tried to influence 
her to cast Frithjof adrift. 

But now she was firmly resolved to do so after all. The disgust 
which now welled up in her washed away everything else — ^the 
half-understood suspicions that the lowest stratum of all in what 
she had felt for Frithjof until this very day was a sympathy with 
something she saw, though she could not clearly express even 
to herself what it was she xmderstood. That bom and brought 
up as he was, allowed as he had been to loaf on the outskirts 
of orderly human life, to accept a rather tolerant sympathy here 
and to close his eyes to obvious contempt there — ^that being so, 
he was condemned to be worsted perpetually, and it only made it 
more heartrending that he himself saw so little of what awaited 
him. — ^But now it would have to do, she couldn’t manage any 
more either — ^he was too sickening. The letter rustled and stank 
in her apron pocket as she went about finding things to do. 
There was evidently not a thing in the relations between him 
and her about which he had not talked to this wench of his in 
town. God, how she would rejoice the day she heard that Vera 
had married him ! 

And indeed it was not impossible that Frithjof might take a 
turn for the better if he had another wife. Her mother-in-law 
had been fond of saying that the trouble was, Frithjof had too 
many children by her. That there were so many for whom 
properly speaking he ought to have provided, that took the heart 
out of him. Well, he certainly wouldn’t have any children by 

128 



IDA ELISABETH 


this new wife — ^she had captured him with motherly airs. And 
Ida Elisabeth knew this much, that women who put on motherly 
airs with grown-up men, younger than themselves into the 
bargain, don’t go and have real live children, if they can anyhow 
avoid it. Women who feel that their purpose in life is to bear 
children and rear them as well as they can into full-grown men 
and women, hate and abhor to have grown-up men coming and 
forcing them to be motherly with them too. When Frithjof had 
forced her to bestow on him some such feeling as would be normal 
in the case of a child, it had seemed to her that this must be what 
is meant by taking the children’s bread and casting it to dogs. 

Her heart began to beat violently — ^she knew what the latent 
thought had been that had murmured and fretted within her 
these last few days. Now she could simply drop it and forget 
that she had harboured it. If something had to go overboard, 
better a person proved to be impossible than a life which still had 
possibilities. 

At last she could hold out no longer — she was too tired, and shiver- 
ing with cold too, relaxed after her excitement — ^and besides, the 
fire in the stove had gone out long ago. 

Ida Elisabeth paused outside the door of the bedroom. For 
the first time she felt that poverty can drive one to red-hot fury. 
Poverty had been a worry, and it had been a struggle, but even 
the degradation of her life had been bearable, since she had had 
others to fight for. Now it was a disgrace and an offence which 
lashed her into flaming indignation. That two people could find 
themselves in this position, after saying to each other such things 
as she and the man in there had said this evening, and be forced 
to remain together under one roof in a narrow little home — and 
now she had to go in and sleep in the same room with him. 

She stole in on tiptoe. The beds stood end to end along one 
wall — ^they were two wooden beds that were not a pair, bought 
at an auction when they came to Berfjord. While Frithjof was 
away she had slept in his bed, because it was much longer and 
broader than her own, and Kalleman’s bed still stood by the side 
of it. So she dared not steal up to see if the boy had kicked off 
his clothes. 

As noiselessly as possible she undressed in the dark — Glistening 
now and again whether any sound came from Frithjof. But he 
seemed to be fast asleep. — ^As she got into bed it creaked horribly. 
And a moment later she heard Frithjof moving. 
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She lay still and held her breath — ^had he gone to sleep again ? 
But soon she heard him sit up in bed — ^then his bare feet stepped 
on the floor. 

“ Stay where you are ! Don’t come here ” Her voice 

seemed to stick in her throat. He was close to her, his big body 
loomed in the darkness just at the edge of her bed. 

“ Ida Elisabeth,” he whispered miserably, “ if you only knew 
how unhappy this has made me. It’s you I’m fond of — I don’t 

care a scrap for the other one ” His hand was searching 

on the coverlet over her breast. 

“ If you attempt to touch me,” she said calmly and distinctly, 
“ I shall pour parafiin over you as soon as you’re asleep and set 
light to it,” 

‘‘ Did you ever hear the like — ^what a cruel thing to say ! ” he 
groaned in dismay. But he did pad back and get into bed again. 

She lay wondering what could have put it into her head to say 
such a thing. One Midsummer Eve she had seen them bum a 
bed that was full of bugs — ^that must have been it — ^and then they 
had so many books at home about negroes and other savage folk 
-^d all at once she thought of her sister — ^and Torvald, who 
had married Connie. She had not seen him once since Coimie’s 

death — but what if she went to him ? She had had the 

impression in those days that Torvald was kind and ready to help 
—their mother had been enthusiastic about the match. Father 
had been strongly opposed to it — ^though he and Torvald belonged 
to the same set, and Torvald was certainly very rich, at that time 
anyhow. She herself had not cared much about him, she 
remembered — ^but then she was only a little girl at the time. — 
At any rate this was a lawyer whom she knew. Ida Elisabeth tried 
to work out a plan — ^what she ought to do now — ^as she did so 
memories cropped up of people and things in old days — ^and 
suddenly she fell asleep and forgot it all. 

She woke at her usual time next morning, dressed as quietly as 
possible so as not to wake Frithjof, and then carried the boy 
out to the kitchen, put on his clothes there and sent him upstairs 
to the Esbjomsens’. 

She got ready a breakfast-tray for Frithjof, went in and woke 
him. 

— and when you have had this you must get up. You’d 
better take the boat to Vallerviken and stay a few days with your 
parents.” 
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He lay blinking with sleepy eyes, rather confiised, but obviously 
much relieved to find she was no longer angry. Ida Elisabeth 
had almost a guilty feeling, for she saw Aat he took her composure 
and the appetizing breakfast to be signs that this tiresome business 
was on the way to being forgiven and forgotten. 

“ Go home — ^well, no, I don’t think that will be very con- 
venient.” He took a gulp of coffee and began to eat. ‘‘ I must 
tell you, I rang them up yesterday and talked to father — ^this was 
after I’d got that letter, you understand. But father said they 
were expecting Merete and her fiance to-day. And when they’re 
in the house, you know, I can’t get a proper talk with the old 
people. And they wouldn’t like Frede to know we had had any 
jar.” 

“ No, no ; then say nothing about it. But you’ll have to go 
there.” 

Well, but I’m not sure it will suit them to have me now. 
Papa promised that we should be invited there one of these days 
to meet Frede ” 

Ida Elisabeth shrugged her shoulders. ‘‘ You must be good 
enough to do as I say. I wish to be left alone here for a while.” 

He seized her hand. I assure you, Lisken, it shall never occur 

again It’s a thing of the past now. You shall see, you 

can trust me for the future. I promise you I’ll pull myself 
together ” 

“ Yes, that’s all right, but get ready now.” 

She hurried him again and again, and actually got him out of the 
house. 

That left her five hours before the boat called again on the 
outward trip. 

She sat down and wrote to the lawyer in Sogn that she had 
entrusted the sale of her business to Herr Torvald Lander, 
barrister. Then she took another sheet and began : “ Dear 

Torvald ” She supposed she must address him familiarly — 

ugh, it wasn’t easy. His present wife she had never seen, but 
the second, the one he had married a year after Connie’s death 
and who had left him, had been very pretty and frightfully smart. 
Ida Elisabeth tried to recall Torvald Lander ; tall and thin, pale 
and sandy he had been, but good-looking in a way, or rather, he 
had the kind of figure which sets off well-cut clothes. Once more 
her impatience flared up — ^that the poverty with which she had 
been so long familiar should suddenly reveal new annoyances. 
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She did not possess a pair of shoes that she could be seen in town 
in, her hat was nearly done, her coat looked comparatively decent, 
but it was the one she had bought to be married in, really a spring 
coat which she had lined with woollen material. She flinched 
at the idea of calling on Torvald at his office — ^it would have been 
easier if she had been well dressed. Better to do it early to- 
morrow and get it over. — She tore up the letter she had begun 
to her former brother-in-law — ^it would now be superfluous to 
write. 

There were two or three business letters that she had to answer 
and then she emptied the shop till and entered the amount in the 
book. Twenty-three crowns in cash — ^she must remember to 
cut sandwiches and take milk for the boy ; they could not afford 
more than a cup of coffee on board. 

She got out her trader’s licence, her testimonials, the children’s 
savings-bank books, and put them in her handbag. The bank 
w^as not open to-day — she would have to ask Torvald to draw 
out what was in Solvi’s book. — ^Hard pressed as she had often 
been this year, she had nevertheless been firmly resolved that 
Solvi’s money must not be touched, it was to go to Carl some 
day. — Well, it was a piece of luck in the midst of misfortune that 
the money was there 

As she went through in her mind what she still had to do and 
in what order she should do it, the sense of defeat and disappoint- 
ment dragged at her. So she had been forced to give up. Oh — 
and now she thought, in this house from which she was about to 
steal away as soon as it grew dark — ^here she had known more 

than anywhere else in the world how good it can be to live 

As she watched her children unfolding before her very eyes, 
growing and eating and playing and eating and falling asleep. 
She thought- of the kitchen out there, when it had been put 
straight for the afternoon, the floor not yet quite dry after she 
had gone over it with a swab — ^there seemed always to be something 
about it which reminded one of the eve of a holiday, when Solvi 
and Baby sat at the table watching her cut bread into dice and 
fili their two mugs, with borders, of roses and “ good boy ” and 
** good girl ” on Sie outside — ^and then came the smell of boiling 
milk. — ^When she had put them to bed in the evening and sat 
alone in her parlour with some sewing — every now and again 
she had to get up and listen at the bedroom door which stood 
ajar. The two little children were breathing quietly in the dark 
— ^it was like leaning over a deep pool of black water in which 
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two little living springs welled up pulsing from the bottom. Time 
after time she had left her work to listen and refresh herself. 

She had come to the end of it here. But she must surely be 

able to find some place in the world where she could be safe 

For just as she realized how much of happiness there had been in 
life after all — ^in the toil of it, in all the commonplace things that 
happened over and over again every day, a kind of happiness of 
which she had known nothing when she was a rich little girl and 
a poor little girl and thought that happiness was something quite 
different — just then an image seemed to form before her eyes : 
it was as though she had been threading a string of beads ; the 
big beads in the middle were the children and all that had to 
do with them, and all the rest that she had accomplished and put 
in order and all the evil she had averted — ^all this was the smaller 
beads she was threading at both ends. But every time she had 
finished threading a piece of the string, he and those other people 
came and tore it out of her hands and the beads fell on the floor 
and rolled away into holes and comers, and every time those she 
found again were fewer and fewer 

She must rescue herself and the children while there was yet 
time. — Suddenly it struck her as an impulse, though she fancied 
she could divine a mysterious significance in it : if she managed 
to bring this new child safely into the world and it was a boy, 
its name should be Tryggve.^ Sdlvi — ^and the little one who had 
not had so much as a name in this world — ^no, such things should 
not happen again, so long as she had strength to fight for a living 
soul 

Ida Elisabeth packed her trunks. She fetched from the shop 
four sets of good warm underclothes, stockings and a guernsey 
for the boy, a dark green jumper and three pairs of stockings for 
herself. In her fine, commercial-school hand she entered in the 
books what she had taken. Olise followed her movements with 
those strange brown eyes of hers which guarded a secret so closely. 

‘‘ If you could sleep here at night too,*' said Ida Elisabeth, 
“ perhaps that would be best. You’re not afraid, are you ? The 
Esbjomsens will hear you if you knock on the ceiling. You can 
stay here, can’t you, till you hear from me ? ” 

“ You know I can.” She saw that Olise understood the whole 
situation. 

Naturally — it had not occurred to her before, but it was quite 
^ The Norwegian word trygg means “ safe.” — ^T r. 
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likely that Frithjof’s doings in town were all over the neighbour- 
hood long ago. 

It was no use being vexed about it. It was no use being vexed 
because Frithjof gossiped and discussed her with maternally 
sympathetic female friends, and with his mother and his father 
and his sisters and the fiance from the sanatorium, if he was one 
of the same breed. They were like that — ^it was only natural that 
they should hold together, consult each other as to how to take 
her when there was anything they w^anted to get out of her, and 
help each other when they had anything to conceal from her. 
It was quite reasonable from their point of view, and it was useless 
and irrational for her to be annoyed about it. — But she was 
different, and now she would get away from it all — go to some 
place where she could shut the doors on her home and her nest, 
without having to give house-room to one who ran in and out 
leaving them wide open to all and sundry. 

Ida Elisabeth pulled back the blind and looked out. It was 
already quite dark. Fine, calm weather — so the boat would be 
more or less punctual. 

Overhead she heard Carl running about. Fru Esbjomsen had 
offered to let him have dinner with them. That was a good 
thing — ^then she need not fetch him till it was time to put on his 
things, she would not have to answer questions and so on till 
the last moment. 

There was a customer in the shop, Olise was serving. It 
seemed as though it did not concern her any more — ^as though 
she had already finished here. 

Olise — ^no doubt she would miss her very often. She had an 
idea. She took out of her trunk the queer old-fashioned brooch 
that Doctor Sommervold had given her the year before when he 
came back from Germany. Ida Elisabeth made a parcel of it, 
wrote oujside “ In remembrance of your affectionate I.E.,’’ and 
put it in Olise’s old and well-worn leather bag which lay on the 
window-ledge in the kitchen. The brooch represented a kind 
of ship in enamel, with a disproportionately large pearl for a 
sail — ^perhaps Olise would think it more odd than pretty. But 
it was the only thing she had to give her. 

It was just time to put on the kettle — ^she could take a cup of 
coffee and a little bread and butter and then it would not be too 
early to go down to the pier. 

As she came back from the kitchen her eye chanced to fall 
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on the little shelf above the side-table — ^there stood the black 
elephant. Ida Elisabeth took it down — ^and that made her think 
of CarFs coloured pencils and drawing-books — ^and her boxes of 
picture post-cards and paper dolls must certainly go with her. 
She collected them all and stuffed them here and there in her 
two trunks. Ida Elisabeth locked and strapped them, got her 
own and the boy’s outdoor things and hung them near the stove. 
There could be nothing else that she had forgotten. All was 
ready now. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


I DA ELISABETH moved all the flower-pots on to the table 
in the middle of the room ; they would do fairly well there, 
even if they were only watered once a day while she was away. 

It was almost a pity to go away and leave them. She bent 
over the white cactus — ^it had such a strange scent, intensely 
delicious, but with a hint of something loathsome at the same 
time. 'S^en it flowered last year she had been obliged to leave 
a crack of the window open all the time, in spite of the awful 
dust of the road. 

Thank goodness the main road had been diverted last spring. 
Unconsciously Ida Elisabeth went to the east window and looked 
out. It was by no means so small, the piece that had been added 
to her garden when they straightened out the bend in front of 
the house. This year she had not been able to do much more 
than put up a fence and have it filled with mould. But next 
spring she would plant a hedge on the side of the new road — 
Siberian acacia or perhaps rugosa roses — ^at any rate something 
that grew quickly. 

The dust nuisance had been awful here in past years. Cars 
dashed past the house all through the twenty-four hours, hay- 
carts rumbled by and wagons loaded with rattling milk-cans, they 
raised a cloud of dust and the wind came and carried it along. 
It found its way into her house, through closed windows and doors, 
it even seemed to filter in between the logs of the wall — ^it lay thick 
and dirty grey on the window ledges, white on the furniture and 
curtains. She wiped and washed and brushed, but it was fairly 
hopeless work. But of course the dust had been even worse 
where she lived the first two years — ^it was a poorer house. When 
it rained the rooms were filled with that strange smell, as the dust 
was laid — she liked it though, in a way : there was something 
about it which made one think of mournful things, but at the 
same time there was a note of expectancy in it. As though it 
reminded one of renewal and reserves of force in nature or within 
oneself. 
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Under the windows, close to the wall of the house, grew a row 
of old perennials. In former years when all the traffic passed 
close to the house they had been perfectly white with dust all 
the summer. This year they were healthy and flourishing : the 
narrow, ribbon-like, pale green leaves of the day-lilies grew thick, 
and from among them the flower-stalks rose with bunches of 
pointed yellow buds — they “would have come out by the time 
she was back. The columbines were in full bloom with airy 
pink and blue flowers waving among the white and purple blooms 
of the Dame’s violets, but the monk’s-hood still showed its dark 
lobed leaves with their queer tinny glitter, and was hardly in bud. 

The disused piece of road in front of the row of perennials 
was already being overgrown with all kinds of hardy little plants 
that can live in a soil of road metal — slender sorrel blazed in the 
sunshine, little grasses formed tufts and grass-leaved stitchwort 
spread with clouds of white flowers. It looked pretty, and besides, 
it would cost too much to break up the old piece of road which 
now ran through her garden ; after all it might not be a bad 
thing to have a strip of main road of one’s own — she could walk 
up and down it in the evening, if she had time. — ^Ida Elisabeth 
smiled at herself. Now that she had a garden to attend to 

The new piece between the old road and the new was only 
bare greyish-brown mould in furrows. Potatoes had been planted 
but at present only a dark green tuft here and there was to be 
seen above ground — ^she could not even see them from the win- 
dow, but she knew of them, for she went out to look every morn- 
ing. Along the path from the door to the gate she had planted 
some lilac-bushes, but they looked rather thin and scraggy ; 
they had been put in very late — ^all the same they seemed to 
be getting on. 

Tryggve was standing by one of the lilac-bushes. The little 
donkey — ^he was digging with the point of his shoe in the puddle 
she had left after watering her flowers. 

Ida Elisabeth went out into the hail. Even so early in the 
morning there was that warm and friendly smell of the well- 
smmed timbers of an old wooden house long inhabited. There 
was this huge roomy hall, with low, broad doors leading to rooms 
on every side and the broad steep stairs to the first floor which 
had made such an impression on her when she came to view the 
house that she forgot to notice what bad repair it was in. 

By the front door stood their trunks and the case with her hand 
sewing-machine ; a roll of fashion papers was tied to the handle, 
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Marte Bo always said she need not bring her machine with her 
— ^but she would be sorry to use Martens old machine. Ida 
Elisabeth smiled at the thought; she was looking forward so 
much to these few days she was to spend at Martens. From the 
moment they arrived, and Marte showed them up into the big 
room where they were to sleep — it smelt of sunshine and summer 
and clean white beds, and of pink almond soap when the boys 
began to wash — she was overflowing with holiday sensations. 
For the boys of course these days up at Marte’s were a holiday, 
and to her the very work was pure fun, Marte had coffee and 
cream and waffles for them when they came down, and before 
they got up from the table Marte had to go through the fashion 
papers and they began to choose models. The blue room where 
she worked looked out over the steeply sloping fields and the 
valley which was full of blue haze — ^and she heard her boys run- 
ning about, making the diy ground ring, and Tryggve’s voice 
shrilled, they were right under her window one moment and away 
again the next — ^they had a fine time there from morning till night. 

Ida Elisabeth went out on to the doorstep — ^lovely weather they 
would have. On the slopes opposite the spruce forest was light 
green with fresh shoots, sucking in sunshine, and above the 
highest summits floated white summer clouds. 

The house she lived in was the old main building of Viker, 
but it stood some little distance from the other houses of the 
farm, and when the old road which used to run right through the 
yard at Viker was diverted this year, she was allowed to put her 
fence across the abandoned piece of road, so that the old house 
was now quite cut off from the posting station. When the railway 
came, the father of Kristian Viker, who now had the farm, had 
put up a new main building on the north of the yard, with open 
and closed verandas and gables in all directions, intending to 
make a hotel and summer boarding-house of it. But it had never 
done much good, so when Kristian married he moved into the 
new house and let the old one. He had calculated that four 
families could live there, but during the two years for which 
she had occupied the southern half of the ground floor and 
Hansen the schoolmaster the flat above, the northern half of the 
house had stood empty — ^it w’-as rather far from the station, and 
Kristian was not inclined to spend much on keeping the old 
house in repair. 

It still looked imposing, for it was built of heavy timber which 
sunshine and weather had turned brown and grey, but the white 
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paint around the small-paned windom and on the big front door 
had peeled off badly. And all the signs that had been put up 
on the front contributed to give the handsome, extremely well- 
built house an air of having seen better days. Hansen held some 
agencies for insurance companies and had therefore put up signs 
which were resplendent with red, yellow and green enamel, and 
on the other side of the door she had a big tin plate, painted white 
with black letters : “ Ida Braato, Dressmaker. Boys’ Outfits.” 
But she liked living here — ^it made her positively happy, every 
time she went out or came home and looked at the fine old 
building and thought to herself, this is where we live 

North of her garden fence a wing of the Viker barn turned its 
long red back this way, and she could get a glimpse of the green 
farmyard with many outhouses, great and small, around it. It 
wafted a breath of summer stillness and warmth towards her, a 
smell of byre and stable, and of hay and straw and fresh planks ; 
they had taken the cattle to the saeter a few days before, and now 
the outhouses gaped with open doors and were to be repaired 
after the winter. And this stillness and this smell now formed 
part of her sense of summer at Viker. 

What is it you’re doing there, Tryggve ? Didn’t I tell you 
not to get into a mess } ” — ^But her voice was gay ; she was not 
in a humour to scold the boy. Come here and let mother have 
a look at you I ” 

He came running — oh, that little face of his was far too iimo- 
cent ; his smile was like an angel’s, but his eyelashes blinked and 
blinked. When he saw that his mother was not really angry he 
threw himself upon her and embraced her hips. 

Your cap — do you know what you’ve done with it ? ” She 
dug her fingers into his curly flaxen hair, forced his head back 
and looked down into the warm little face. Ugh, it wasn’t easy 
to keep up one’s severity when this little pig had to be scolded 
— ^he had such lovely red cheeks and his skin was golden from the 
sun, his lips had a sort of transparent look, like the pulp of a 
cherry or a raspberry. 

“ What a sight you are ! ” He must have been in a thicket 
full of wild chervil and dandelions, for he was covered with white 
fluff from the top of his head right down his new light blue coat. 
“ Where ham you been ? ” 

“ Carl told me to find his cat — smother, aren’t we going to start 
soon ? ” 

‘‘As soon as Kindli comes back from the dairy Ugh, 
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where can Carl have got to now ? — ^he ought to have been back 
long ago/^ 

Carl has come back, mother, but then he flew out again to 
find Puss, because I hadn’t found him, you see 

This love of animals that Carl showed was rather troublesome. 
She had assured him that the kitten would be all right, Fru Hansen 
had promised to leave out milk for it every day while they were 
away — but Carl stuck to it that these white cats with blue eyes 
were always hard of hearing ; Puss could hear well enough when 
they called him, but he couldn’t hear motor-cars or dogs, and 
so he must needs get hold of him and carry him up to the Hansens’ 
himself before they left. — Poor boy, he was so kind, Carl — ^he had 
offered of his own accord to run over with those two blouses for 
Froken Hagen — but she would like to know if he had got the 
money for them — if only he hadn’t dropped it in his running 
about. He was always so eager to make himself useful, and then 
he was so forgetful — and so hopelessly clumsy — and he was never 
in time 

Ida Elisabeth fetched the clothes-brush and the box of boot- 
brushes. Sitting on the doorstep she brushed Tryggve’s shoes. 
He could not stand still — ^he had managed to get soied with per- 
spiration already, and the warm, acrid smell of the child reached 
her every time he wriggled. Behind this restless boy she always 
seemed to glimpse the reflection of a love and a life — ^and cares 
and anxieties and joys belonging to a time long past — a world 
that had sunk into the ground and the darkness. She was not 
actually thinking of S5lvi while she was busy with Tryggve, but 
the memory of the child she had lost flickered like a glistening halo 
round the little floundering body and about her love for her 
youngest 

“ Here he comes — now he’s caught Puss ! ” It had got into 
Viker of course. 

“ Oh, mother, come and take him, won’t you ! ” Ida Elisabeth 
went up and received the cat over the fence. It was a really 
sweet kitten, soft and white and warm it lay purring in her arms, 
as she watched Carl climb over the rails in his delightfully clumsy 
way. In one hand he grasped a bunch of yellow flowers. 

“ Look what I’ve found for you, mother ! ” He smiled so 
beamingly and there was such a sparkle behind his glasses that 
she had not the heart to remind him that they were going away 
and that there was no sense in picking flowers now. They 
were lady’s-slipper — the first she had seen this year. “ Fancy, 
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are they out already ? — That was very nice of you ! — ^Did you get 
the money from Froken Hagen ? ” 

Oh yes, mother, and she gave me ten ore for myself, so I 

bought some cream caramels He dug in his pockets and 

shared them out, one caramel for his mother and one for his 
brother, and Fru Hansen was to have one, and there was one left 
for himself. He had the money too, quite correct. 

“ And now stay here, boys ; KincUi may come any minute. 
Don’t get in a mess again, Tryggve — Carl, you must run in and 
wash your hands — ^no, where are you off to now ? ” 

It was the cat, of course. She had put it down to take the 
money, and then it had walked off. White and solemn, with its 
tail straight in the air, it was wandering about her grey potato 
patch — Carl after it, and every time he made a grab it hopped 
playfully aside, made a few long, soft bounds and wandered on, 
as gravely as before. Ida Elisabeth stood for a while smiling 
as she watched them. Then she went in. 

She moved the last of the flower-pots, took another look at the 
white cactus. The outer gold^-brown leaves stood out like rays 
around the wide-gaping creamy white flower, which turned to a 
greenish hue down at the centre, where a thick tuft of stamens 
protruded, silvery white with white buds. It was a pity to leave 
. it here in its beauty, when no one could have any pleasure in it. 
Ida Elisabeth took a pair of scissors. She could at least make up 
a bouquet to take to Marte Bo — ^Marte shared her delight in 
flowers 

She paused for a moment with the cut cactus flower in her 
hand. Then she took up the scissors again. The delicate bitter- 
sweet perfume of the rose-leaves and the pimgent, spicy scent of 
the pelargoniums was diffused under her fingers, as she cut with 
slow and tender strokes. She found some thread and began to 
bind the bouquet, choosing the cut blooms one by one — the two 
half-opened yellow roses projecting from a bunch of scarlet pelar- 
gonium, and a sprig of the purple English geranium against the 
burning red, the pink among the violet. She remembered that 
Grandmother Siveking used to bring bouquets like these on her 
mother’s birthday. But grandmother’s bouquets had always 
contained some sprigs of Louis-Philippe. She thought she 
would like to have a Louis-Philippe again — ^at Berfjord she had 
had one of those with red bells. — The thought drifted through 
her mind like the shadow of a cloud. She drew the thread tight 

and bound it. Really it was quite a nice bouquet 
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She was roused by noises in the road — somebody screamed, 
a car was braked sharply and then came some indefinite sounds 
— ^Ida Elisabeth put down her bouquet and went to the window. 
A tall lady flung her gate open wide, a tall man in grey carrying 
something big and blue in his arms came walking towards her 
between the newly planted lilac-bushes — then she guessed that 
it was Carl the stranger was carrying. With a low, shrill cry she 
darted out 

The boy lay lifeless in the stranger's arms with his bleeding 
face against the man's blood-stained blue shirt ; the boy's legs 
in socks and yellow sandals dangled long and thin in front of the 
man's grey trouser-legs. White in the face, with open, distorted 

mouth, the mother met them 

‘‘ — ^perhaps it's not so bad as it looks." The stranger looked 
up. His eyes were clear and grey, his head, bending over the 
cldld, was smooth with brown close-cut curls. There was some- 
thing curiously feminine in the way he held the lifeless child — 
it reminded Ida Elisabeth of pictures of the Madonna. 

The doctor will be here directly — my cousin has gone to 

fetch him. He's been rather badly grazed 

Ida Elisabeth felt as if she had expected something of this sort 
to happen. She had tried to escape from a monster — ^it had 
played with her, giving her time to recover breath and believe 
herself safe — ^then it leapt upon her again. O God, O God, O 
God — wailing softly she looked at the young stranger, as she 
backed towards the door in front of him and the boy. thought 

of the angel of death or something like that — his forehead was broad 
and clear, the upper half snow-white, the lower brown, and the grey 
ey^ which looked straight ahead were full of tender seriousness. 

It may not be so bad as it looks — ^he got under the car, but 
the wheels didn’t go over him. I must say I didn’t quite see how 
it happened — ^he flew out into the midcUe of the road right in 
front of the car, and when she tried to steer to the left he turned 
round and tried to run back and so we ran into him, but we hadn’t 
much speed then 

White and rigid Ida Elisabeth went in front to show the way. 
The empty window-ledges in her work-room, the curtains pinned 
up — ^it was as though the mortuary chamber had been prepared 
already. Through the cosy little room where she herself slept 
on the divan she led the man into the boys' room, took hold of 
Carl's bed and pulled it out from the wall so that it stood free 
— all this she had been through once before. 
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With infinite caution the stranger Idd his burden on the bed 
and withdrew his arms. — 

When she came with a basin of water and some towels he took 
them from her and placed ever3rthing on a chair which he had 
brought to the bedside — she did not know whether he had asked 
for water or whether she had remembered of her own accord 
that that was the next thing she had to do. She saw that the 
man had taken off Carl’s socks and sandals ; he raised the boy’s 
legs carefully, bending and feeling them — ^the knees were fear- 
fully grazed — then he took hold of Carl’s wrists and moved his 
arms. The palms of the hands were covered with blood and 
sand, Carl’s face was smeared with blood and earth, and the stains 
of blood were spread over the pillow and sheets. 

As Ida Elisabeth touched the boy’s face with the wet towel, 
he turned his head slightly and muttered something. The man 
was engaged in washing Carl’s hands with another towel. There 
are splinters of glass in them ? ” 

“ Perhaps that’s from his spectacles,” she heard herself say. 
The man was cautiously attending to the cuts on the hands. 
“ Then it’s a God’s mercy he didn’t get glass in his face ; the 

spectacles must have fallen off as he was struck 

The boy whimpered loudly and impatiently — opened his eyes 
a moment and tried to sit upright, but shrieked as he leaned on 
his hand. ‘‘ No, no, lie down quietly,” said the stranger. “ It’s 
nothing dangerous — -just lie still till the doctor com^.” Ida 
Elisabeth had unbuttoned the boy’s clothes and they both felt 
the child’s body all over. “ I redly believe it won’t be so bad 
as it looked,” said the man. But, poor boy, he’s got some 
nasty abrasions 

As Ida Elisabeth straightened her back the room went round 
with her. She felt her heart beating in a wild flurry — ^all within 
her was in confusion and she was plunged into a chaos of darkness 
and stifling sensations. — Now she seemed to come to the surface 
again and regained her foothold in the everyday world. Carl had 
been run over by a motor-car, but it looked as if he had come off 
fairly well ; the black flood of torment, the memory of horrors 

she had gone through once before, ebbed back 

'‘You must sit down,” said the stranger, taking the basin 
from the chair ; “ it’s not so bad,” he said quickly to the boy ; 
“ you’ve bled a little, but it looks such a lot when it’s in the 
basin.” He took it out, Ida Elisabeth heard him in the kitchen, 
emptying the water and letting the tap run, 
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‘‘ There — there — there she said softly, stroking Carl on 

the cheek that was least scratched ; ‘‘ you mustn^t be afraid 
— ^he made a wry face and was going to cry, but no doubt his 
wounds hurt him badly. You mustn’t cry — ^it’s nothing danger- 

ous — there, there,” she bent down and gave him a light little kiss. 

The stranger came back. “ I’ve put some water on to boil, 
for the doctor when he comes. — ^My name is Toksvold, Lawyer 
Toksvold,” he said, as though suddenly remembering to introduce 
himself. 

He went over to the window, stood with his back to it and 
looked at the bed. ‘‘ Phew — ^it was awful ! Never in my life 
have I felt so bad as when I saw the boy lying imder the car ” 

Ida Elisabeth suddenly laid her head against the end of the 
bed and burst into tears. She tried to check herself. “ I can’t 
help it — ^I’m like this — when it’s over,” she sobbed in excuse. 

Yes, I can understand,” he said seriously. “ Poor Kari, I 
expect she’s quite beside herself — she was driving, you see, my 

cousin. She doesn’t know yet how it’s turned out 

Mother ” — she heard the patter of little feet running through 
the work-room. Ida Elisabeth got up to stop Tryggve before he 
could burst in. 

“ Mother— Kindli’s here 

She had to go out and explain to Kdndli what had happened f 
he must go and tell Marte Bo that they would not be coming 
to-day. As she was talking to Kindli she grew quite calm, the 
everyday world had hold of her again. Coming back through 
the work-room she caught sight of the bouquet lying on the table. 
She put it in a vase, carried it in and put it on the boys’ little chest 
of drawers. It would cheer C^l up by and by. 

Lawyer Toksvold was still standing by the window. Behind 
him was the daylight and the shimmer of leaves and the sun- 
shine reflected in the river ; the bedrooms looked out on to the 
old garden of Viker, and below the garden the water lay far out 
over the fields ; the floods had come early this year. 

Ida Elisabeth took her seat again by the boy’s bed, and the 
stranger remained standing and they said nothing — ^and it did not 
strike her as at all strange that this man whom she had never 
seen before shoxild stay here waiting with her. — Until he said : 

“ Well — ^perhaps you’d like me to go ? I can just as well wait 
outside, you know — ^but I should like to hear what the doctor 
says. — ^I only hope she foimd Eriksen at home — they ought to 
have been here by now, I think.” 
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Ida Elisabeth made a motion of the head — it might be yes and 
it might be no. He went up to the boy^s bed. 

“ Poor child — what a sight he is 

Again her tears were very near. Carl had almost stopped 
bleeding, but the whole right side of his face was fearfully abraded ; 
his eyes were nearly closed with swelling. She saw with distress- 
ing clearness that he was no pretty child, this poor little boy of hers 
with the pale, wizened face imder a forehead which was so big and 
bulging ; his hair was of no proper colour — rat-coloured they had 
called it at school ; he had cried so when he told her that. And 
they made fun of him because he had to w^ear glasses. Now that 
he lay here all scratches and bruises he looked quite pitiable — 
with an involuntary gesture his mother bent forward as though to 
protect him. 

“ You have a telephone, haven’t you ? I think Fll ring up — 
find out if Eriksen was at home ” He slipped out. Instinc- 

tively she sat up and listened for his voice, when she heard him 
at the telephone in the work-room : Fni Eriksen ? — ^yes, this 
is Toksvold — oh no, we were unlucky enough to run over a 
little boy down at Viker — ^no, I hope not— well, then Fd better 
ring up Fjeldberg ” He rang off and called up the sana- 

torium : — Froken Presttangen — ^ten minutes ago, do you say ? 
— ^ah, thank goodness, then they’ll be here any time now ” 

So Doctor Eriksen had been out, Ida Elisabeth understood, 
and then Froken Presttangen, that must be the cousin, had 
driven up to the sanatorium and fetched the doctor from there. 
So it was Kari Presttangen, the lady dentist down by the station, 

who had run over Carl It struck Ida Elisabeth that she 

had always thought there was something unattractive about that 
person — ^though she had never spoken to her — ^and she was really 
good-looking in her way. 

Toksvold seemed to have got into conversation with Tryggve 
—she heard the boy’s chatter and the other’s calm and even 
voice. All at once he ran out — ^it must be the car with the 
doctor. — ^The tension returned and took the strength out of her 
knees as she got up at the sound of several people in the hall 
and Doctor Lund’s voice. 

He’s rather a nervous child, isn’t he ? ” asked Doctor Lund, 
when he had made his examination. 

“ Oh yes, he is.” 

As I say — ^you must keep him in bed till he’s got over the 
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shock — and in case he should have any internal injuries. But as 
I told you, I don’t think he has. But I’ll look in again to-morrow 
— and you can ring me up if there should be anything before 

then. I’ll give you a prescription for a sedative ” Doctor 

Lund passed his hand again over Carl’s bare chest and arms, the 
skin of which was rough, like sand : “ — ^pretty nervous, yes, I 

can see that Look here, Fru Braato — ^you’re not forcing 

him on, are you ? — don’t let him overstrain himself. He was 
Number One of his class this year, my little girl tells me ” 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head. 

He’s pretty quick, it seems.” She tried not to betray her 
pride, but it gave her a warm feeling of joy to hear the doctor 
speak of it. — ^Doctor Lund was really very Hnd — he was always 
so friendly with her five years ago, when she went to the sana- 
torium to see Aslaug, and once or twice he had asked her to 
come into his consulting-room to talk about Fru Tommeraas. 
That she had avoided Doctor Lund since then was by no means 
due to her thinking he must be so busy ; that was only an 
excuse she made to herself. In reality it was something he had 
said, which had come round to her. This told her that he too 
assumed she had naturally had an affair — ^when she turned up 
here, expecting a child, and had left her home and was about 
to be divorced from her husband. That she was a friend of 
Aslaug Tommeraas had also had something to do with it, no 
doubt ; for Aslaug had confided to the doctor every scrap of 
her own history and a bit more, that terrible summer before 
she died. 

She had seen, of course, that it was perfectly natural people 
should take this view. She had realized it already, when she 
had to tell her brother-in-law why she wanted to leave the West 
and why she could not accept the post of manageress he had 
obtained for her. But at that time she had said to herself, it 
did not matter what folks believed — ^if only she got clear of 
Frithjof. And when she guessed that people here must think 
the same — ^that it was she who had been unfaithful to her husband 
— ^she had still thought : I don’t care, if only I get something 
to do, so that I can live with my children ; and who inquires 
about a dressmaker’s virtue, if she is capable and keeps herself 
to herself ? And as it was, she had had as much work as she 
could get through, almost all the time — she had made regularly 
for patients at Fjeldberg too during these years. It was now 
long since she had thought at all about these old stories, and 
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she doubted whether anyone hereabout still interested herself in 
the least about Fru Braato^s past ; what did interest them was 
that she was a very good dressmaker and hardly ever disappointed 
them. 

Why it should suddenly have given her a sense of discomfort 
when she heard Toksvold speaHng to Fjeldberg, and guessed 
that it was the sanatorium doctor who was coming, she did not 
know. Unless it was that the whole of that past which she had 
deliberately banished from her thoughts for so long that it had 
almost faded from her memory, had now as it were risen like 
a sudden storm and swept over her, as she saw Toksvold appear 
with Carl in his arms. — But now that was over — ^this time disaster 
had only grazed her, without striking. And so it seemed rather 
a bore to have Doctor Lund in the house. But that was foolish — 
for he was a pleasant man as well as a clever doctor, which was 
the main point. 

As she showed the doctor out, the two strangers were sitting 
in the work-room waiting — he by the big table where all her 
flower-pots were assembled, she by the window. She was 
turning over some fashion papers which lay on the little basket- 
table. They both sprang up on seeing the doctor, 

“ Ah, thank God,” said Toksvold, when the doctor had ex- 
plained that the boy had probably got off very easily. But 
Frdken Presttangen broke into a discourse of how the accident 
could have happened, in that easy bend where there was a clear 
view of the road and no other cars in sight at the moment. The 
boy had jumped out into the road after a kitten. — Well, she 
ought almost to have guessed, thought Ida Elisabeth, that it 
was the cat. 

Ida Elisabeth regarded Frdken Presttangen thoughtfully, while 
the other was talking. In her outdoor clothes — a long, light 
dust-coat and a kind of grass-green beret which sat very oddly 
on her old-fashioned high coiffiire — she did not look particularly 
attractive. There was no doubt something about her which 
gave her an air — ^not exactly repellent, but as though she meant 
to keep people three paces off — ^an attitude of challenge differing 
from that which other women adopted nowadays. She was not 
satisfied with refusing to cut off her hair — Ida Elisabeth herself 
had let her hair grow again ; she could not afford to be con- 
stantly going to the hairdresser's to have it trimmed, so she 
simply parted it on the forehead and fastened it in a kind of 
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knot low down on the neck. But Broken Presttangen had stacked 
up a huge crown of light golden plaits on the top of her head, 
reaching forward almost to the fringe on her forehead — ^Ida 
Elisabeth had seen this style of hair-dressing in old photograph 
albums, but never before in the life. Perhaps that was what 
gave her the idea that there was altogether something about this 
lady dentist that recalled the jersey fashion — one had the impres- 
sion that her clothes fitted her broad, round shoulders and high 
bosom more tightly than was now the vogue. And the very 
face of Froken Presttangen was of a type that was more in place 
in old photographs — ^there was something bare and tightly 
drawn in the way her bones showed under the skin. This was 
handsome too in a way, presumably it was what people meant 
by a look of breeding — Abroad forehead, high cheek-bones, a 
slightly hooked nose and long, rather thin cheeks. Her com- 
plexion was da2zlingly white and pink, but the skin was rather 
dry and scrubby — ^there was something about it which put one 
in mind of a consumptive tendency ; the nostrils too showed a 
little of the pink membrane dividing them, and the lips were 
very light and dry. 

Although she had been assured by Doctor Lund that in all 
likelihood Carl was not in any danger — she might at least have 
said a few words to the mother of die child she had run over — 
she could surely realize that it had given her a terrible fright. 
Instead of that she merely went on explaining to the doctor 
how entirely blameless she was for the accident. Beyond the 
few questions and answers they had exchanged when Ida Elisa- 
beth and the doctor reappeared, the dentist actually did not 
say one word to her until just as they were going. The doctor 
saw the trunks standing in the hall, and in reply to his question 
Ida Elisabeth explained that they were to have gone on a visit 
to Marte Bo. Then Froken Presttangen said : 

I didn’t know you went out dressmaking in people’s 
houses ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth gave a little laugh. 

‘‘ I don’t either — only to Fru Bo. She was so kind to me when 
I first came to this part. And now it’s very difficult for her to 
come all this way ; so I go up to 

— But she was a queer fish all the same, this young woman. 

Ida Elisabeth followed them out to the car. The lawyer and 
Froken Presttangen were just getting in. 
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Will you drive, Kari ? ” 

“ Oh no P’ A long shudder seemed to run all over her. 

Ugh, I don’t believe I’ll ever be able to drive a car again in 
my life ! ” She jumped in quickly and took her seat behind 
with the doctor — ^and now she looked ready to cry* — Well, 
good-bye, Fm Braato ” 

Yes, indeed she was an odd character, this dentist lady. 

Late in the evening Ida Elisabeth was walking home from the 
station ; she had only been able to get the parcel from the 
chemist’s by the eleven-o’clock train. 

On the wooded ridges west of the valley the spires of spruce 
stood out sharply, almost black, against the pale yellow sky ; 
they were all that reminded one of darkness in the light summer 
night, and a reflection of the light in the sky lay upon the peaks 
of bare rock where they towered above the forest. The river 
rolled through the valley, mighty and swollen with flood-water, 
reflecting the evening glow brokenly in its silent, level whirl- 
pools. Thick yellow logs came drifting past in endless proces- 
sion ; they appeared to be sailing along quite slowly, but if 
one stopped and fixed the eyes on a particular log one saw what 
speed tiiere was in these masses of water that travelled past, 
with their smooth surface ringed and ruffled almost imper- 
ceptibly wherever anything on die bottom opposed itself to the 
force of the current. 

In that strange strong light after sunset even the ugly houses 
around the railway station were tinged with a kind of beauty ; 
their colours seemed to shine back at the sky, Ida Elisabeth 
walked past Bjorkheim hotel ; the massive timber building with 
gables and projections and verandas in all directions was painted 
reddish brown with dirty yellow barge-boards and window- 
frames and twisted ornaments, but this evening its sun-baked 
walls seemed to exhale a breath of cosiness. In the boxes 
along the verandas it actually looked as if the red and white and 
pink clusters of flowers were sparkling, and the broad shingle- 
strewn space in front with the petrol pump in the middle was 
so light that it reflected the brilliance of the sky. Magda 
BjorMieim, herself a bright spot in her pink overall, came running 
down the steps — ^to attend to the dusty old Buick that stood 
honking by the pump. On catching sight of Ida Elisabeth she 
waved to her. Wait a moment 1 ” Ida Elisabeth stopped and 
felt the evening around her as a deep, indefinite sense of well- 
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being. Although it was so still there was a faint rustling above 
her head in the pliant birches. 

The car drove off, and Magda ran across to her ; she wanted 
to hear how Carl was. At first they had said at the station that 
the boy had been so terribly injured that there was no chance 
of his recovery. ‘‘ But folks are always so fond of exaggerating — 
ugh, that Froken Presttangen, she’s a queer one, frightfully 
nervous, I’m sure — she ought to lose her licence for this, for a 
time anyhow, that would teach her ” 

“ But look here, Magda. I might just as well take that dress 
of yours while I’m about it, as we’re not going up to Bo after 
all. You know, I’ve given my dressmakers a holiday — ^but it 
shan’t be any worse if I do the whole thing myself.” 

“ That’s fee ! how lucky ” She ran off. Ida Elisabeth 

walked on, warmed with pleasure. They had made so many 
enquiries about Carl at the station too. “ They say that boy’s 
got such uncommonly good brains,” said the stationmaster 
banteringly. Perhaps they would be kinder to Carl at the 
school after this. 

As a matter of fact she would have been glad to take a few 
days off — ^but now she had promised to make Magda’s dress 
at once. And it is always satisfactory to get things out of the 
way, A good deal of the work she could do while sitting with 
Carl. He would not be allowed to read for the first week at 
any rate, but a good thing about Carl was that the boy was never 
bored when left to himself. Goodness knows what his little 
head busied itself with all the time. Precocious, yes, poor boy. 
It’s easy enough for the people who write in ladies’ papers and 
the like that children must, not be allowed to get precocious, 
they ought to be sent out to play games with other children. 
One would think they had never seen children in reality or 
known how their nature inclines them to treat one who is a 
little different from the crowd. A little boy who is frail of body 
and near-sighted and wanting in looks — ^and shy from having 
been told of it — ^what is one to hit upon to prevent his being 
precocious, when he is already intelligent and suffers from an 
inclination to cogitate about all sorts of subjects ? 

Poor child — and then his own idea was that he would be a 
farmer ! He spent a lot of his time at Viker ; he was fond of 
animals — ^but how clumsy he was, and his legs were like pipe- 

stems ! And where was he to get the money to buy a farm ? 

But that was just the point — ^in one way or another she must try 
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to get some financial backing, so that she could help her boys 
on in the world. With Frithjof and his brothers and sisters she 
had seen well enough what the result is when the parents lack 
both money and common sense and the children are imperfectly 
endowed in one way or another. And she had been too deeply 
involved with that family to yield to the temptation of refusing 
to see what was lacking in her own children. C^l was really 
a plucky little fellow — ^he was nervous and he was sensitive and 
shy, and at times he would break down and complain to her. 
But at the same time he had it in him not to give in and let out- 
siders see that he took things to heart, and for quite long spells 
he was her brave little boy. — ^Tryggve, of course, was still very 
small — ^but all the same she had discovered that he was much 
more of a coward, he made no attempt like his brother to clench 
his teeth and show no sign ; Tryggve had a disposition to take 
refuge in boasting. And he lied like anything. Perhaps he was 
still too young to distinguish between what really happened and 
what he imagined might happen and what he wished to happen. 
And no doubt it would be no easy job for her to teach that boy 
to keep fandes and desires and facts apart from each other. But 
it was tempting to adopt the same attitude towards her children 
as Frithjof s parents, for instance — deliberately to make oneself 
even less critical than one is by nature and to make up for it by 
criticizing other people a little more, in order to reassure one- 
self : one is not so idiotically simple after all. But she was 
aware of her own reluctance to notice Tryggve’s little flaws — 
because the young rascal was so pretty — ^and then he reminded 
her so much of Solvi. 

Ida Elisabeth turned into the main road. In the big new office 
building on the comer — z. three-storied pea-green brick house 
in a sort of “ rational ” style — Frdken Presttangen had her dental 
surgery. Behind a window on the ground floor with her name 
on the glass blind Ida Elisabeth caught a glimpse of a big reflector 
and the top of a drill. Herr To&vold also had his offices in 
this building — of course she had seen his nameplate many a time, 
but never ^en much notice of it before. Tryggve Toksvold 
was his name. Whereabouts did they live, she wondered. Some- 
body had told her that the new woman dentist lived at Solhaug 
pension. Perhaps he lived there too 

Probably he had the management of the Pea Soup, as people 
called the house. So they had not yet succeeded in letting the 
shop at the comer. Ida Elisabeth stopped for a moment and 
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looked in through the big empty window. The shop-fittings 
had some pretension, counters and shelves were coloured pearl- 
grey and brick-red. Paper and boards lay about the floor, left 
behind by the painters. — She had only laughed when Marte Bo 
suggested that she should take this shop. Marte had preached 
to her all these years : you ought to start a business again. And 
last spring, when she told Marte about those bank deposits left 
her by Doctor Sommervold, Marte had been insistent : You may 
be sure, if you leave the money lying in a bank it’ll go smash 
some day — ^put it into a business, Ida, before somebody else comes 
and starts here, then they’ll buy everything ready-made and you 
won’t get any dressmaking to do either 

There was something in that of course. And a draper’s shop 
here ought to be a paying thing — ^and she had a name for good 
dressmjiing and excellent taste. If only times had not been 
so bad — ^and if a whole row of similar shops didn’t crop up when 
it was seen that she was making a success of it. 

She had never dreamt that Sommervold would leave her such 
a lot of money. A couple of hundred crowns for Carl was her 
idea — she knew the doctor’s christening gift to the boy included 
a bank-book. But it turned out that there was over three thou- 
sand crowns for Carl, besides a bank-book which had originally 
been in Solvi’s name, but had been transferred to her. This 
deposit amoxmted to two thousand five hundred-odd crowns. 
And that money in any case she could do what she liked with. 
It was a question too whether Carl’s money was safer in a bank 
than it would be if invested in a business. 

But that would mean being away from home nearly all day, 
and she would have to have someone in the house to look after 
the boys. Ida Elisabeth sighed. She had been comfortably off, 
she thought, since she moved to Viker. She had been able to 
supply the boys’ needs — ^and for herself there was the stillness, 
when the day’s work was done and her workwomen had left. 
Then she and the children had supper together out in the kitchen, 
and she helped Carl with his lessons, or sat with a piece of work 
and said nothing and listened with half an ear to what the two 
were about. One could ask for nothing better, if one could 
provide for one’s children and at the same time be a mother to 
them. The children saw this too in a way ; Carl had been quite 
upset the day he heard Marte Bo talking to her about the shop. 
Well, but, my dear boy, as it is I’m busy all day long in the work- 
room, she had said. Yes, but we always know you’re there, so 
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we can go and tell you at once, if we have anything to say. That, 
no doubt, was just the point. The children often got on with- 
out her all day long, apart from the routine of meals. She did 
not have to herd them ; so long as they knew they would not 
look in vain if they wanted to find her. 

It was terribly dusty on the road — ^heavy and soft and noise- 
less to the feet. The grass and flowers along the edge of the 
ditch were buried deep in dust, spruce and alder were grey with 
it, where the trees reached to the edge of the road — z long stretch 
of heather and moss was stifled in dust, and the scent of the 
woods seemed blunted by the smell of the road. Ida Elisabeth 
passed the house where she had lived the first years she was 
here. It stood on a lower level than the road, squeezed between 
a steep overhanging rock and the curbstones which had met her 
eye every time she looked up from her work. 

The two windows which had been hers were dark and blind 
— an old Norwegian-American lived there now, and he always 
hung something dark before the windows that looked out on the 
road. The house had been draughty and in bad repair even 
when she was a tenant, and certainly nothing had been done to 
it since. It was as ugly as a house can be, with a ground floor 
of unpainted, grey dovetailed timbers and above it an attic which 
was panelled and painted with one coat of a kind of thin yellow 
ochre. In her time the panels had always been working loose 
and rattling and banging whenever there was a high wind. 

On the other side of the road was a flat stretch of heath with 
gaunt, unhealthy pine-trees. Their stems were yellow, a colour 
which had always put her in mind of rancid sdt trout ; their 
scanty tops were faded and turned to a pale olive green quite 
early in the summer. She had walked on this heath with the 
children on summer evenings, when she could spare the time. 
Marte Bo had lent her an old mail-cart for Tryggve — ^he enjoyed 
himself when it bumped and splashed over stones and rough 
ground on the old track which led to a gravel-pit. The soil was 
bare and grey with moss and dark clumps of scrubby heather 
and big stones which might have been left behind by a river in 
old days. Perhaps it had once been broad, the little Aasdal 
stream which ran through the heath — ^it was the stream that came 
out into the big river a little below Viker. Her usual walk was 
as far as the river ; it ran with a cheerful roar peculiar to itself 
in its bed of pale rounded rocks, and Carl ran hither and thither 
throwing gravel and pebbles into the stream and searching for 
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berries among the heather. The sound of the running water 
and the hot dry smell of firs from the heath were profoundly 
grateful to her. But how ugly she had thought this East Country 
when she first came. These low wooded hills that seemed to 
recede so leisurely could not take the place of mountains. And 
it was dry and sun-scorched here, no colour either in sky or earth 
— ^the sky was either bare blue or bare grey, the forest greenish 
black and the hills on which the farms stood were burnt yellow 
early in the summer. Down here at the bottom of the valley 
all was dust, so that ever3rthing was perpetually grey. That she 
knew nobody here made no difference to her, but that it was so 
dry and monotonous everywhere made her feel terribly lonely, 
driven out into the wilderness together with her children. 

But round Viker it was pretty. And that made her feel as 
though a new phase of her life had begun with the first morning 
she woke there and looked out into the old farmhouse garden 
with its bare gnarled apple-trees — ^and below the garden the 
yellow fields still streaked here and there with snow. The great 
loop which the river made just below Viker reflected the spring 
clouds in a steely blue, but below the surface there was a green 
shimmer of ice in many places, and on the other side of the river 
the wooded hill-side shone in the morning sun. She would never 
forget it — ^for it was years since she had waked in a room that 
did not look out on to a road. And no doubt it was for that 
reason that it could never grow commonplace to her, this view 
over the river and the noridiern slopes in the morning light — 
when the weather was fine and she sat by herself in the kitchen 
drinking coffee before settling down to the work of the day, she 
had imbibed as it were a restful sense of joy which remained 
teeht in her mind and showed through from time to time as 
she dealt with all the tasks and events of the day. 

Ida Elisabeth walked quickly home. Birds were singing in 
the wood, although the cars rushed by one after another, hoot- 
ing and leaving behind a fresh cloud of dust streaked with bad 
smell. Here and there the trees receded a little from the road 
and formed a ring about a new little home with a newly planted 
garden around it ; Ida Elisabeth peeped with interest over every 
fence and made comparisons with her own garden that was to be. 

The warm, living smell of the farm greeted her as she passed 
the northernmost houses of Viker. Had Carl been asleep all 
the time she was away, she wondered 

The light of the summer night had faded into a light dusk ; 
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Ida Elisabeth saw that a man was standing by her gate. The 
cigarette that he threw away as he went to meet her lay glowing 
for a moment on the road. 

I only wanted to hear how the boy is going on ? 

“ Oh, thanks, he’s as well as he can be, in the circumstances.” 

Lawyer Toksvold shook his head. 

“ My goodness, when I think of how it might have been ! — 
The one who opened the door to me said you had gone down 
to the station for a parcel of medicines. So I thought I’d wait 
and enquire of yourself. It was stupid of me, by the way, not 
to think of that this morning — I might have offered to fetch it 
for you. But to tell the truth, I was myself a good deal — ^well, 
you understand, Fru Braato. And then, to be frank, I was 
afraid there might be some bother with Kari — a nervous break- 
down or something of that sort ” 

Ida Elisabeth smiled rather sceptically. She had not exactly 
had the impression that Froken Presttangen was on the verge 
of a nervous breakdown. 

She sent her kindest regards — she wouldn’t venture to come 
herself, but she asked me to leave this — ^for the boy.” He handed 
her a bag, evidently containing bananas and other fruit. And 
then this — ^I didn’t quite know what to get, but children are 
generally fond of sweets ” 

Ida Elisabeth took from him the other parcel, a big box of 
sweets, she could feel. When she had thanked him there was 
a pause, as though each were waiting for the other to say some- 
thing. 

Toksvold leaned forward over the fence. 

‘‘ Kristian Viker told me it was you who paid for all this ” — 
he nodded towards the grey potato patch. Fancy your caring 
to spend so much money on laying out a garden for a house 
that isn’t your own ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth shrugged her shoulders. 

“ I wanted so much to have a bit of a garden again. And if 
I were to wait till I had a house of my own, perhaps that would 
be never. And this piece of ground looked so ugly and was no 
use to anybody. You know, Kristian carted the mould gratis 
and let me have materials for the fence quite cheap ” 

Wouldn’t wire fencing have been cheaper, don’t you think ? ” 

“ Yes, certainly. But then one doesn’t feel properly hedged 
in. I’ve been thinking of planting a hedge here on the side of 
the road. But of course it’ll take some years to grow up.” 
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But what if you were to leave here just as your garden was 
beginning to grow ? 

“ M’yes.” Ida Elisabeth gave a little laugh. Then at any 
rate I should have left a garden behind me. But you know, it 
would make me sick if I heard that my successors weren^t treat- 
ing it nicely. There was such a lovely old garden at the place 
my parents owned in the West Country. It made me quite sad 
when the people who bought the place after my father's death 
cut down the old trees and let the terraces and the rosery and 
everything fall into neglect." 

“ Well — I mustn’t take up your time. — You must let me look 
in to-morrow to hear how the boy is. Good night now, and I 
hope he’ll soon be better ’’ 

Ida Elisabeth opened the gate, walked slowly up the path to 
the house. The leaves of the newly planted lilacs were droop- 
ing after the broiling hot day. But the green of the potatoes 
had grown tremendously — ^the tufts of dark leaves were now 
showing all over the place. 

On the doorstep sat the cause of all the trouble, the white cat, 
with one leg sticking straight up in the air it sat polishing its 
hinder part assiduously. Ida Elisabeth bent down and took it 
on her arm. She buried her face in its soft warm fur — ^it seemed 
like an eternity since the morning, when she had taken the kitten 
from Carl, while he struggled over the fence. — If he was awake 
now, she might let Puss pay him a short visit — that would be 
sure to please him. 
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A MONTH had gone by; Carl was up and out again, fit 
as a fiddle, though still bearing some yellow stains on face 
and body from his bruises. One morning one of her work- 
women came and told Ida Elisabeth that Froken Presttangen was 
outside asking for her. Ida Elisabeth was in the middle of a 
trying-on. Youll have to ask her to wait a minute — you can 
show her into the sitting-room.” 

They had not met since the day of the accident. Ida Elisabeth 
had caught a glimpse of the other once or twice near the station 
— and had had the impression that Froken Presttangen was no 
more anxious for a meeting than she was herself. 

Kari Presttangen was sitting on the divan ; as Ida Elisabeth 
appeared at the door she rose quickly. She had on a bright 
sky-blue linen dress and was bareheaded — she held a white 
washing hat in her hand — and it struck Ida Elisabeth that she 
looked simply splendid in this get-up, but her movements were 
strangely abrupt and angular. She stood full in the sunshine, 
which poured in, broken by the light fluttering of the curtain in 
the summer breeze and by the flowers on the window ledge. 
The spots of light flitted across the visitor’s high bosom in 
its blue dress and made her heavy crown of plaited hair gleam 
like gold — ^she was handsome in such an imusual way, and 
so big that it looked as if she could not possibly fit in any- 
where. 

“ Well, I only wanted to ask how your boy is getting on,” 
she said rapidly, when they had exchanged greetings and Ida 
Elisabeth stood as though waiting for her to speak. ‘‘ That is, 
of course, Tryggve has given me the news when he has been 
here. But I thought I would like to call one day myself and 
ask after him 

“ Thank you. Yes, he’s quite well again now. And a thou- 
sand thanks for all the things you sent him while he was in 
bed ” 

« Oh That’s nothing Is he at home now ? ” 
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No, both my boys are up at the Viker saeter. They were 
invited to spend a few days there 

Then they stood without saying anything. From the field 
below came the metallic clicking of a reaping-machine, and at 
the open window the summer air brought a warm breath laden 
with the scent of hay and a reflection of the sunlight gleaming 
on the river and on the leaves of the garden. 

It’s pretty here at Viker,” said Froken Presttangen, I 

think I should like to live here She looked about the 

room, as though in search of something. 

“Yes, it’s pretty here.” Ida Elisabeth maintained an ex- 
pectant attitude. 

“ Well, then there was one other thing.” ICari Presttangen 
looked aside ; she was playing with the white linen hat in her 
hands. “ Of course I shall pay the expenses of the doctor and 
so on. — All the expenses you’ve been put to by the accident ” 

“ No, why should you do that ? ” Ida Elisabeth put a note 
of friendly surprise into her voice. “ It was not your fault. 
You explained that yourself the day it happened. — ^And it was 
what I could have imagined,” she added, on seeing the queer 
look on Froken Presttangen’s face; she positively made one 
think of a schoolgirl charged with something downright wrong. 
“ I’m afraid it’s Carl’s nature to be easily flurried 

Froken Presttangen tugged and tore at her hat. 

“ Well, but I think that Can’t you allow me, Fni Braato 

? Ugh, I’ve been so angry with myself ever since I 

really think you might accept it ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head : 

“ You would not accept it yourself, Froken Presttangen.” 

The other looked up — she was standing with her head slightly 
inclined. The sunlight fell right on her pupils ; she had large 
eyes, a slightly greenish grey. All at once Ida Elisabeth knew 
what this person reminded her of — a big light dun mare they 
had had at Vallerviken when she was a child. This mare had 
been so fearfully shy — ^because her former owners had treated 
her with senseless cruelty, her father said. 

All the same she repeated what she had said : 

“ You would not accept it if you were in my place — ^would 
you now ? ” 

Kari Presttangen stood there, blinking and glancing at her 
sideways. Then she said in a low voice : “ — I don’t know. 
It’s never easy to say what one would do in another’s place.” 
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“ But of course I’m grateful to you for having thought of 
it.” Ida Elisabeth made a little gesture — couldn’t this young 
woman understand that there was nothing more to talk about, 
and that she at any rate had her work to go back to ? As I 
say, I am deeply grateful for your offer.” 

I^ri Presttangen understood. 

Ugh, no — ^I’m afraid I must be taking up your time 

Ida Elisabeth looked at her wrist-watch : The fact is, I’m 

expecting someone to try on, in a moment ” 

Well, I won’t detain you any longer ” 

She looked so mortally embarrassed that Ida Elisabeth felt 
bound to make some little show of friendliness : “ You can go 
out this way, then you won’t have to go through the work-room.” 
She opened the door to the hall and showed her visitor out 
through the great empty room where the warmth of the sun 
and the cosy air of long habitation filled the space between the 
unpainted walls. Ida Elisabeth accompanied the other as far as 
the gate. 

“ Ugh — ^I hope you’re not angry with me,” said Froken Prest- 
tangen distre^fully, as they separated. 

‘‘ Dear me, no — it was such a kind thought of yours.” 

Ida Elisabeth paused for a moment at the gate, watching the 
tall stranger in blue as she walked away. She tried to put on 
her unfortunate hat, but it was reduced to a mere swab. So 
she let it swing, as she walked off rapidly with her long stride. 

Poor girl, I expect I was rather too short with her, thought 
Ida Elisabeth. But it was a queer way to behave — ^first not 
make a sign for a whole month and then come blurting out that 
of course she would pay 

It was rather strange being altogether alone in the big house 
at night. The Hansens upstairs had gone away to some gather- 
ing or other. Old Hansen usually sat down to play his har- 
monium at this time of the evening, and Ida Elisabeth caught 
herself listening for it — ^it was so quiet here without the drawling 
whine of folk-song or hymn dragged out of the teacher’s wheezy 
old instrument upstairs. 

After her two workwomen had gone she slipped quietly about 
clearing up the rooms. Before the long mirror in the little trying- 
on room she paused for a moment to examine her own image. — 
She could not help smiling as she recalled the stories her grand- 
mother Siveking had told her of people who had met them- 
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selves in a doorway or on a stair and had got such a fright that 
they died of it. If it should ever happen that she met her double, 
she would certainly take it calmly. Presumably she would greet 
it with a bow and think to herself as she passed on — now, who 
was that ? I’m sure I know that lady, but at the moment I can’t 
think who she is 

Pretty, but ordinary face, ordinary height, ordinary slimness 
— ^and a figure as it were effaced by the long apron with big 
pockets and loose belt. Quite a neat apron all the same, grey 
with pink stripes and trimmed on the cross — ^it was part of her 
trade always to be neat and smart, but never so as to attract 
attention. She had buried herself in working clothes for so long 
now, ever since she was grown up almost, that she had nearly 
forgotten to think of her figure. Well, indeed there were so 
many women who were in the same case nowadays. But some 
of them, perhaps most, when they took off their apron in the 
evening, dressed up and made themselves pretty, so that those 
they were going to meet might think they were as they imagined 
themselves to be. That was a thing she had never been able 
to do. She had always been forced to hold out through the 
twenty-foiir hours and to be what other people assumed her to 
be — one who was ready and willing to attend to them in every 
possible and impossible way. Thank God, now at last this was 
true and natural — ^now that it was her boys who were certain 
that mother will look after us, and mother will keep all bad things 
away from us, and if there is anything bad from which she can- 
not protect us, it must be because it is a thing that no human 
being can keep away from others. Children have a right to 
demand this of their parents — that they give them the feeling 
that there is something they can rely on in this world. It is 
good that parents love their children, it is good that children 
love their parents, but her experience showed that this is by no 
means good enough. There must be something more — and God 
grant she might never let her children feel the want of it. 

Ida Elisabeth took off her apron and hung it up — went back 
and looked at herself again in the glass. A sweet little dress 
it was — especially considering the price : a dark blue pleated 
skirt and a silk jumper of the same colour, with some modem- 
looking stripes in silver-grey on the front, dark blue stockings 
and shoes. With a smile that was something like a grimace 
she looked herself in the eyes : oh yes, you’re dressed according 

to your station, no mistake about that 
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And now it was delightful to be left absolutely alone for 
once. 

She went back to the work-room. Strictly she ought to be 
sewing the smoddng on the two voile frocks for Doctor Eriksen’s 
little girls. She found the box of sewing silks, tried them against 
the material. The green that Fni Eriksen wanted to have the 
white sewed with would anyhow be difficult in the wash, and 
steel-blue against pink looked rather ghastly — ^but if Fru Eriksen 

had chosen it She would make a nice job of it — but all 

the same she did not feel up to starting on it now. She had 
all Sunday to-morrow to do it in. 

Ida Elisabeth wandered into the boys* room. There was 
something almost uncanny about the unaccustomed tidiness here, 
the two children’s beds showed up white in the evening light 
— ^how deserted they looked. It was the first time the children 
had been away by themselves. They must be having a grand 
time up at the sseter. She would have to write to them this 
evening — she had promised them each a letter. 

Standing by the dresser she drank a glass of milk and ate up 
the dry rolls that had lain there since Mari Edeivmillom had 
been in at the beginning of the week. Really she might very 
well take the yam Mari had spun to-morrow morning — ^it would 
give her a walk too. It was such a lovely path along the hill- 
side to Nyplassen — ^and a good thing to arrange about the boys* 
winter stockings in time. And no doubt Anne would like to 
get to work as soon as possible. By autunm she might have 
other orders for knitting. 

Heavens, what a glorious evening it was. There was that 
strange blue reflection again in the river below the woods on the 
other side. Perhaps it meant rain before long. Kristian Viker 
had predicted that the fine weather was going to last — ^he would 
not have to use- frames for drying his hay this year, he thought. 
Ida Elisabeth leaned out of the window, looking at the swallows ; 
one or two of them had not yet gone to rest. Clouds in the sky, 
but high up — a thick canopy of little balls of cloud packed closely 
together, reddish grey and some edged with gold — ^and now a 
great part of the reflection in the river was a light mother-of- 
pearl colour. No doubt they were the sort of clouds that are 
called strato cumulus. Her father had taught her the names of 
the different kinds of cloud when she was a child. 

From the larder a little door led out into the old farmhouse 
garden at the back. In winter she had to hang empty sacks and 
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old bits of carpet over it, to keep out the driving snow ; even 
then one almost froze to death whenever one had to fetch any- 
thing from the larder, and it was impossible to keep any food 
there which would not stand a hard frost. 

The latch was almost rusted fast and the hinges shrieked 
painfully as she opened the door. Outside the clouded sky 
seemed ribbed, and through the gaps in the clouds came the 
intense white light of the summer evening. This garden had 
been allowed to run wild ; the gooseberry bushes were like little 
dark tufts almost buried in the tall rank grass. Even among the 
mouldering steps outside the door the grass sprouted — they were 
so rotten that it was probably dangerous to tread on them. The 
idea struck her that this utterly meaningless little back door was 
to her a secret sally-port from all the cares and worries of the 
day into a world of summer night, full of mystery and stillness, 
into the free open air. 

Before Ida Elisabeth knew what she was doing she had jumped 
down and stood knee-deep in grass — ^felt that it was sopping 
wet with dew — ^and laughed quietly at herself. She began to 
wade through the garden, sti^s and stalks giving before her 
with brittle cracks as she pushed her way through. She took 
refuge on the little path leading to Fru Viker’s kitchen garden, 
stopped to shake out her skirt : dripping, soaking wet, and my 
feet are all wet too — I must be crazy to go on like this. She 
laughed in quiet rapture. 

A bat shot quick as lightning across the light patch of sky 
between the apple-trees. She had always enjoyed watching bats, 
there is such grace in their darting flight, and then it is only on 
summer nights that one sees them. There it was again. The 
old trees were so dark against the pale sky, and among the 
branches the fruit showed as little round knobs — she had only 
to see them to feel in her teeth how sour they were. 

There was such a lovely scent in the kitchen garden — damp 
earth and burdock and dill and celery. She went up to the 
fence, climbed over and began to walk across the field, where 
the hay was raked into little cocks. 

It was so light here after the darkness imder the apple-trees, 
and so spacious all around her. In this twilight it seemed so 
far down to the river that she did not know if she could walk 
that distance. The sky was now clear at the zenith and there 
were a few small stars, and the reflection of the sky in the river 
seemed even brighter than before, but under the woods on the 
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other side of the valley the water was so dark that it seemed one 
with the land. 

Ida Elisabeth crossed her arms tightly with a shudder — she 
felt cold in her wet clothes. Standing in the middle of the field 
she abandoned herself to the voluptuous feeling of being swallowed 
up by the summer night — space was so in&iite on every side, 
the clear twilight unfathomably deep above her. Darkness had 
its home in the black woods along the sides of the valley, among 
thickets and bushes and all growing things, but over the new- 
mown field the summer twilight seemed rarefied and filled with 
the raw scent of hay. As she stood thus, sensing within herself 
all her surroundings, she seemed to cease to be herself 

— ^all at once she recalled a sort of vision she had once had : 
she thought she saw a little hollow in a meadow, which was full 
of water from a spring, and a little brook trickled out of the 
hollow, but in the pool itself the water was black and clear as 
glass and seemed perfectly stagnant, only quivering slightly on 
the surface above the spot where the little pulse was beating 

She paused at the window in her own room, not knowing whether 
to shut it or not. If she left it open so many flies and moths 
would come in when she turned on the Ught. But if she shut 
it, the room would be too close, these old timber walls held the 
heat so. 

This evening she noticed the smell which accompanied her 
wherever she lived — ^from the material she was using, the dressing 
it contained, a suspicion of sewing-machine oil, the smell of fresh 
woollen stuffs. She was so used to it that as a rule she was not 
aware of it. Anyhow, it was not so bad as the smell of some other 
trades. A delikatessen shop smells much worse — of cold meat 
and milk and cream in the ice-box. In the long run the smell of 
home baking is the most disgusting. Aslaug and she had had a 
room for six months with a lady who went in for that. And, 
heavens, how that smell had made tlieir mouths water when they 
moved in one afternoon — ^in those days they never suffered from 
over-feeding — ^but the suction in their stomachs was unbearable 
when they entered that woman’s parlour — ^what was her name 
now ? — ^and were met by the warm smell of greasy vanilla- 
flavoured cakes. And how horrible they thought it when they 
had lived there a little while. Greasy and cold and nauseous, 
it hung about the furniture and in their clothes and hair ; they 
lost their appetite altogether — ^and to that extent it was of 
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some practical value to them. Not that it filled their stomachs 
by any means ; they were just as hungry, but food was 
repulsive. 

Ah, poor Aslaug. Every time she thought of her she could 
not help asking and wondering — ^what is the meaning of it all ? 
Is there any meaning in it ? And is Aslaug living on in some 
other place, and has she there found out why her life was so 
miserably fooled away ? 

Ida Elisabeth stayed sitting by the open window without turn- 
ing on the light. Aslaug — ^it was strange though that it should be 
Aslaug^s death that had brought her to think of that sort of thing 
— ^whether there was an5^hing after death, and if so, what. She 
did not even know whether she believed her father and mother 
to be still living, in some form or other. Sometimes no doubt 
she had felt as if she believed it, and sometimes not. Sdivi — 
to her the child was never far away, in her life Soivi was eternally 
alive — ^but she did not know whether she believed that Soivi too 
still had a kind of independent existence outside the days of her 
own life. At any rate she had never attempted to clear up her 
thoughts about her own dead — ^until Aslaug’s life came to an end, 
the last fiasco which could not be repaired here on earth in any 
case. And if she had been allowed to live, it would only have 
been the beginning of the next fiasco. That made her ask — ^is 
there something which we ought to have known, but have never 
been told, and is that why we do such terribly stupid things with 
our lives ? 

Aslaug, however, came from a religious home — she said so 
herself. The Bible was alwzys in evidence in their parlour, on 
a little table of its own, with a white crochet cloth on it. Aslaug 
and her girl friends had read all the nasty stories in it, when her 
parents were out. She had insisted on reading them to her too 
— ^and in that way Ida Elisabeth had acquired most of her know- 
ledge of the Bible. For that matter she had never been able to 
persuade herself that they were so bad — ^they were told in such 
a queer old-fashioned way. Aslaug was quite disgusting and very 
silly, she thought, with her prurient laugh, as she read for instance 
of David after that affair with Bathsheba, when he tried one way 
after another of avoiding discovery — ^her own feeling was simply 
one of cruelty, just as if a hand took hold of her heart and squeezed 
it ; and afterwards, when the prophet came and told that story 
of the poor man’s only ewe lamb — ^it was really more calculated 
to make you cry. And then that expression that Aslaug was never 
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tired of giggling at, about these old Jews, that diey knew their 
wives — she took good care not to let Aslaug know it, but in her 
inmost heart she thought it must mean something lovely. No 
doubt this was due to her having had that miserable affair with 
Frithjof — ^but then she had never let Aslaug know either, that 
she was not such a piece of iimocence as the other imagined. 
That business with Frithjof had ended so wretchedly that she 
could scarcely bring herself to recall it — ^and besides, she had 
heard both her father and her mother use such coarse and ugly 
expressions about that kind of thing that it was enough to m^e 

one sick. But knew ” She thought of people she had 

read of in the illustrated works her father had, of savage folk and 
Italians and Moors and Arabs, when she heard of these women 
who dwelt in tents. They must have had great brown tents 
woven of camePs hair and goat’s hair and there was a smell as 
of a saeter around them — ^there they lived, with a fire outside the 
tent, at which they baked hard litide loaves and roasted kids on 
spits, and they gathered grapes in great badiets whidi they 
carried home on their heads aiul'miptied into great stone vessels. 
Halfnaaked, terefooted servants and maids trod the heaps of 
grapes so that the juice siK)uted, sweet and sticky, and they were 
stained as with blood up to the knees and their clothes were 
splashed all over with the juice. And when the sun was about 
to set her husband came home driving his flocks and herds — grey 
woolly backs huddled together and grey cows with huge bladk 
horns straight out to each side jostled one another as they came 
down the mountain. And she imagined the man who drove the 
flocks to look like that Arab she had seen in Copenhagen, who 
went about selling carpets — ^he was so handsome with all that 
white round his thin, dark face. He came up and seated himself 
outside their tent and she fetched milk and food and stood watch- 
ing him eat. Then they went together into the tent, and in the 
farthest comer a bed was made on the ground of skins and 
coloured rugs, and the thin dark man with the great dark eyes 
embraced her with a narrow, brown hand that smelt of byre and 
mountain and thyme, stroked her breast and whispered m a deep 
voice, with strange guttural accents. — ^The worst thing about 
Frithjof had been his fleshy hands which had as it were no 
telUgence — ^and his voice, unctuous when he thought himself safe, 
but flying up into a falsetto when he began to make excuses. 
Ugh — ^if she had understood it at that time : she might marry 
this fellow and have children by him, that was one thing — ^another 
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was that he could never in this world come to know her, or any- 
one else for that matter 

But if Pastor Sondeled — ^not to mention Fru Sondeled — ^had 
known what kind of Bible studies Aslaug and she carried on, 
he would certainly have thought they were one as bad as the 
other. 

Perhaps it was that which was to signify the centre and meaning 
of it all — of life, that is. Love and that. And then one had 
children and existed for them, as the leaves on the trees breathe 
and absorb sunlight for the bud which is growing within the 
stalk and will burst out next spring. But that made it simply 
unbearable that in this very matter most people conduct them- 
selves in such a way that life becomes a fiasco and a disaster. 
Well, Jens and Borghild Braato had come through on love, and 
indeed her mother-in-law used to assert that love between man 
and woman ” was the meaning and object of life and a foretaste 
of heavenly bliss — ^but, good heavens, was everybody else to be 
at their beck and call, as Borghild Braato thought she had a right 
to expect, because they had been lucky enough to find happiness 
in love ? And their children did not seem able to manage either 
to be happy themselves or to make anyone else happy who had 
to do with them. 

Aslaug — ^that was the maddest case after all. She had felt 
quite sick every time she came away from her, that summer before 
Aslaug’s death, and she made herself almost sick in anticipation, 
so much did she dread every visit she had to pay to her at the 
sanatorium. Of course there had been a certain amomi^ of 
personal disappointment and bitterness in it : her own positiori 
was not exactly pleasant either, and when Aslaug wrote again 
and again insisting on her coming here, she had had some idea 
that the other intended to help her with advice if nothing else, 
until she could start something. But she soon found out that 
Aslaug had only wanted to bring her here because she needed 
someone to whom she could talk and talk and talk without end. 

But, poor girl, when she spent her life in bed There hadn’t 

been a word of truth in her story about Guimar Vathne being 
tired of her and in love with someone else — ^so she said, anyhow. 
It was Aslaug herself who had turned desperate or hysterical or 
whatever one was to call it, because that affair with Gunnar 
seemed to offer no prospect, and so when Tommervold fell in 
love with her she had had the sudden idea that now she woidd 
get married and put her life straight and have some comfort in it 
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like other people, — It was not that Ida Elisabeth couIdn^t see that 
anybody might well be turned a little crazy at times by the sort 
of life Aslaug and Gunnar were leading — ^but to go and take 
Tdmmervold ! It was not only that they did not suit each other, 
not even that Aslaug had filled him up with stories about her 
past and future as a pianist and that he hadn’t heard very much 
about her relations with Vathne until after he was well and truly 
married to her. But ever3rthing Aslaug was and said and did was 
interpreted by her husband so falsely — ^as was to be expected — 
and everything appeared to him in such a light that Aslaug was 
never for a moment free from torment. So said Aslaug herself, 
and at any rate there must have been something in it. And then 
Aslaug lay there, afraid to die, and afraid to get well, for she could 
not face going back to her husband, nor could she face the idea 
of a divorce and of trying to make her own way again. One was 
inclined to think it a mercy that she was allowed to die. But 
she could not help asking herself at times — ^what if there was a 
hereafter ? For to a certain extent Aslaug was herself to blame 
for the failure of her life. When she did not care to see how things 
really were, she invented an imaginary situation and believed in it. 
But if, for example, one were forced after death to confess how 
much one really knew and understood, but was unwilling to 
admit to oneself that one understood, during one’s life on earth 
— ^well, that must be like a kind of purgatory. Hell perhaps — ^if 
one had deliberately chosen to live in one’s imaginings, refusing 
absolutely to allow the truth to exist. 

In an unthinking way all men did that — ^tried to overlook facts 
the admission of which might be painful, and persuaded them- 
selves that one’s own fancies might very well be realities also. 
Religion, for instance, was nothing else, at any rate for such people 
as her parents-in-law, and they were the only ones she had known 
who were properly speaking religious — ^her mother-in-law in parti- 
cular had tried pretty hard to influence her in this direction. But all 
she had been able to get out of it was that Borghild Braato’s god 
dwelt in Borghild Braato’s heart and broadly speaking was of Borg- 
hild Braato’s opinion on all questions, spoke to her through her 
conscience and gave his approval whenever she made a decision. 
— But, of course, it might well be that God existed to that 

end Perhaps there was even something in the idea that he 

tried to get a hearing in men’s hearts, and that men cut him short 
with some such words as — ^well, that’s really just what I think 
myself — ^in the way people do when they contradict anyone. 
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Well, in all conscience, it was not that she herself hadn’t done 
all this — ^tried to believe in things which in her heart she knew 
very well were only her imagination, otherwise she could never 
have married Frithjof. Only when she realized that her children 
had no one else who cared to make an effort for their sake had 
she begun to cure herself of that habit of sailing away from tire- 
some facts. She had then thought she must try to take any bull 
by the horns if it threatened to gore her young. 

Now she had come so far that life no longer meant mere endur- 
ance, taking each day as it came and struggling through it till she 
could tumble into bed and lose herself in sleep for a few hours. 
Now she had courage and means to look forward, to next week, 
to next month, to the time when the boys would be bigger. She 
dared to settle what they would have for dinner next Sunday, 
she dared to decide that Carl would have to make do with his 
old raincoat this summer, because she was comparatively certain 
of being able to get him a new, thick winter coat in the autumn, 
she dared to think that they would require more as they grew 
bigger. And she had dared to lay out a little garden and was 
now plaiming what she would do in it next year. — ^And now it 
was that she caught herself asking at times — she would very much 
like to know what is the meaning of it all ? Of our being alive. 

Of course she had met people who go about saying that if 
one has work to occupy one there is meaning enough in life, and 
that it is only when people are too well off and can afford to be 
idle that they think they must at all costs discover a higher mean- 
ing in life. And Doctor Sommervold’s opinion had been that 
when people were too badly off, when life was an everlasting 
fight against want and suffering, so hard that they had continu- 
ally to risk their wretched lives in trying to save them — ^that it 
was then that people took refuge in religion in order to find a 
meaning in everything that happens. And it was really the very 
devil ; yes, she thought it looked as if there was something in 
both these views. Perhaps some natures are such that they ask 
the question during the struggle, in order to find consolation, 
while others who are more hot-headed forget to ask while they 
are in the midst of the battle, but as soon as they have breathing 
time they begin asking ; why ? 

As a matter of fact she herself had had enough to occupy her 
in her work during all the years when it was only permissible to 
take thought from one day to another, how she was to get the 
boat to carry her and all those who more or less by her consent 
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were in the same boat with her — ^and who took care to make her 
life one of constant anxiety : at any moment one or other of them 
might give a sprawl and capsize the whole caboodle. 

At times she had actually come near to feeling something like 
a prick of conscience for having run away that time and saved 
herself and her children — ^for instance, when she had had letters 
from Doctor Sommervold in which he told her how they were 
getting on at Vettehaugen. That Little Merete was dead, and 
3iat Else was married and divorced and had been home and 
handed them over a child which the old people had to keep, and 
that Frithjof spent most of his time there and had nothing to 
do. In her heart she did not think she could have acted other- 
wise than she did — ^but she was not sure that she would have 
made a break of it, if FrithjoFs last exploit had not come to light 
just when she had discovered that she was to have another child 
by him and that he was even more of a duffer than she had always 
known him to be. 

But he and all the rest of them were what they were bound to 
be — ^with the nature that was in them, and with nobody to see the 
necessity of any discipline that might constrain their nature. 
And she had met a fair number of people like them — ^the sort 
that Sommervold called infantile types. But in times like these, 
when things are so difficult, it is only too tempting to divide people 
into those whom it is some use to help, because they are willing 
to help themselves and are trying to swim as well as they can — 
and the rest. Doctor Sommervold indeed often talked as if he 
thought one ought to leave off holding up those who have no 
buoyancy in themselves — but if he did think so, he did not act 
according to his opinions. He did all he could for all he could 
in any way reach and do anything for. But then he belonged 
to another age. 

Nor was she doing badly now, witia her work from day to day. 
The very fact that it was waiting to be done over again, as soon 
as she had finished a job of work, was no bad thing. What 
Aslaug complained about till she positively shrieked — ^that house- 
work was so monotonous : no sooner hil she prepared a meal 
than it was eaten up, and then it was soon time to think of another, 
and when one had washed up and put things away, one knew 
that in a couple of hours^ time one would have to t^e them out 
again and let the others dirty them, and the rooms had to be 
done and the beds made every day simply in order that folks 
should get into them again at night. There was something in 
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that, of course. Folks must have clothes, and then they get worn 
out and folks must have more clothes — ^luckily for her. But she 
herself thought one might also look at it in this way : that it was 
the good, happy moments when one had finished one^s work that 
recurred — ^when she had finished the morning’s work and put the 
rooms in order, when for instance she had got the stove to bum 
nicely, with the window still open so that she felt the fresh draught 
of air through the room — or when supper was laid in the kitchen 
on Saturday evening with something out of the ordinary and she 
could call the boys in. Getting a thing off her hands she had 
always liked — ^whether it was packing up a dress with tissue-paper 
and pins ready to send, or simply putting away a pair of shoes 
that she had polished and washing her fingers afterwards. 

But just now, when she was to some extent free from the daily 
strain : how shall I find the needful simply to get something to 
cook, something to burn in the stove and something to buy shoe- 
cream with ? — ^now she could not help thinking : this life which 
demands such constant work simply to be kept going — ^what is it 
in itself ? For this daily work, no part of which can be neglected 
without bringing the whole to a standstill — it was like everlastingly 
plaiting a basket. But what was to be in the basket ? Or like 
the potter’s work she had begun to learn, when she wanted to 
take up arts and crafts. But what are these cups and jugs to be 
filled with ? 

It was Aslaug’s death that had impressed her, in a way more 
deeply than any other death in her experience. For she had 
admired Aslaug so tremendously when they were girls ; in her 
case she had indeed expected to witness an instance of human 
happiness, for Aslaug was one of those who thought life was 
sufficient in itself, life was rich, merely to live was a delight. 
God knows how she had managed to fool away her life so com- 
pletely. It was almost as if i^aug’s fiasco had caused her to 
take a different, more sympathetic view of all the failures of the 
world — ^but perhaps this was just as much due to her having cut 
herself off from the birds of ill omen with whom she had been 
thrown and having succeeded in bringing her own children more 
or less into safety. 

The window might be left open. She pinned the curtains 
together and lit the lamp. 

What a state her skirt was in — ^and it was almost new 1 But at 
the same time she was thrilled with joy at the thought of her walk 
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in the summer night. She took off her wet things. In a kimono, 
with her bare feet in slippers, she put them straight — ^pulled and 
shook the skirt as well as she could, before putting it on the hanger, 
wrung out the silk stockings and stuffed the shoes full of paper. 
But she was still full of joy over this sense of vitality that she felt 
within her, and of longing for something towards which it seemed 
to be feeling its way — ^while all the time she saw to her clothes 
with a careful and practised hand, like a sensible and economical 
housewife. 

There were those letters to the boys. Ola would have to 
take them in the morning. Her writing materials were in the 
trying-on room — ^but on going there she stood looking out of the 
window. It was already growing light — z car which dashed past 
on the road had a curiously up-all-night air in the grey dawn. 

She had a sudden inspiration, went back to the boys’ room 
and took out Carl’s drawing things from the top drawer of the 
chest. It was long since she had drawn anything for her chil- 
dren ; she had so little time for that sort of thing now, and Carl 
had given up asking her, he could draw for himself now. But 
this evening she would draw a letter to each of the boys. 

She found a drawing-book with a couple of clean sheets in it, 
made a few strokes of brown and filled them in with blue and 
green wavy lines. That was the pool, and then she had to have 
the stream running out of it and the grass around and some big 
stones. She saw that she could not get on without the box of 
colours, and fetched water in a saucer. Now there came some 
life in it — she changed back to the coloured pencils. There — 
the pool with the spring lay at the bottom of a slope, Carl would 
be able to see that. It was best not to do any more to it, she 
would only make it heavy and lifeless. But she would have to 
put in a little blue above the crest of the hill — that was fine ; 
now it was a bright summer sky with fine white clouds blown 
across it 

Ida Elisabeth sat looking at the little picture she had made. 
Why, yes — ^it was something like what she had been thinking of 
a little while ago out in the field. Only that this looked like 
morning— she had imagined it as a vision in late evening light. 
But she was not clever enough to try to paint that. 

She wrote a few words to Carl on the back of the picture. 
But she must do one for Tryggve too. He always wanted her 
to draw something that would make him laugh — otherwise he did 
not care about her pictures. 
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Ida Elisabeth took a fresh sheet and put a little bluish green 
spot in the middle of it. That was the beret that a tourist lady 
had left behind at Viker and that Ola, the farm lad, had appro- 
priated to his own use — ^he looked so comical in it, as Tryggve 
and she agreed. Ola could be walking by the side of a load of 
hay ; against the brownish hay and the green field his blue-green 
cap would look just as incongruous as it was in reality. The 
horse drawing the load must not be too dark, or she wouldn’t be 
able to make it look like walking when she had to draw it coming 
towards her. There — that would do for the Dun, which Tryggve 
was so fond of talking about. True, the horse was away on the 
mountain now, but what did that matter ? It was quite a funny 
drawing — ^if only Tryggve would think it amusing. 

When she had finished she sat there with her hands in her 
lap. This room was so cosy — and the joy of having at last got 
a nice room filled her afresh every time she could spare a few 
moments to sit still in it. She had made a patchwork carpet to 
cover the whole floor, and she had hung the wall behind the 
divan on which she slept with the same and covered it in the 
daytime with the charming Lapp rug Marte Bo had given her. 
The big semicircular corner cabinet and the chest of drawers 
were so handsome with their reddish brown colour, worn slightly 
yellow at the edges — ^she had bought them quite cheap at an 
auction together with the two darkened oleographs in dark gilt 
frames. The pictures were exactly the sort she had seen as a 
child in the old houses of old people — ^when she used to sit and 
think of the places abroad where there were windmills and houses 
with thatched roofs and castles on the tops of mountains and 
hunters with feathers in their hats under great oaks — the places 
she would go and see when she grew up. Ida Elisabeth laughed 
a little at the memory, as she looked up at her pictures : one of 
them represented a green hxmtsman with hounds and a stag he 
had shot, and the other had a lake with high alps around it and 
a white church with an onion-shaped spire. But they did not 
look so bad as they hung here after all 

Well, she would have to make her bed. Pussy was asleep in 
the corner of it, half-way up the sofa cushion. White and fine 
with a pink little nose. Talk about a sleeping child — 2, human 
youngster can’t succeed in looking half so innocent and peaceful 
as a sleeping domestic cat. “ Excuse me. Puss ” — ^she caressed 
the lazy creature as she moved it into the rocking-chair. Then 
she began to make her bed 
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That too would fill her with an overwhelming, almost savage 
joy — each time she realized in earnest what it meant. That she 
could stretch her limbs, absolutely alone and safe, between the 
cool white sheets, bury her che^ in the cool white pillow — 
without having to be afraid of anyone coming. 

It was daylight outside when she put out the lamp and slipped 
in \mder the bedclothes. — ^It had not escaped her when talkin g 
to Froken Presttangen — the dentist was evidently surprised at the 
comfort of her living-rooms. Ida Elisabeth smiled slightly at the 
thought. 
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C AlRL came dashing into the work-room one day in Septem- 
ber : 

Mother — ^look what IVe got ! ” 

His whole face was shining to match the convex glasses of 
his spectacles. He held up his arm and exhibited a wrist- 
watch. 

** Froken Presttangen gave it me, mother, because she ran over 
me — ^isn’t she kind ! She came to see me at school and do you 
know what she says ! If you give me leave she’ll give me a dog 
— oh, you don’t know how sweet they are 1 We went to Even- 
sen’s and looked at them — can have whichever one I like. The 
one I want is perfectly black and it has white on its chest and 
then the white goes in a ring all round its neck and it’s white on 
the tip of its tail.” 

“ I must say it was kind of her. I hope you thanked her 
nicely.” Ida Elisabeth looked at the boy — poor fellow, how 

radiant he was. It was very kind of Froken Presttangen 

Carl scarcely had time to look at the food, as they sat at dinner 
in the kitchen a little later. He talked and talked. She had said 
that it wouldn’t do for him to keep pigeons here, for it would 
only make him so sorry when the hawk took one of them, as she 
had been when she was a child — he had told her he wanted to have 
pigeons, but she said he would get far more pleasure out of a 
dog. And then there was no truth in it that the blue dragonflies 
over the pond dowm at Bru flew in people’s faces and tried to put 
out their eyes — ^‘‘they’re not at all dangerous, says Kari — ^yes, 
mother, she told me to tell you that ; you can just say Kari said 
so, she said ” 

“ If I’d been run over I’d have got something,” Tryggve con- 
soled himself. He evidently felt quite put into the shade by his 
brother. 

It was of course very nice of her — but Ida Elisabeth was rather 
surprised : it actually looked as if she had a way with children. 
Carl was not one to take to a stranger. But obviously it was not 
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entirely on account of the presents that the boy was so full of the 
lady dentist. They must have had a lot to say to each other as 
they went. 

In a way she was not at all inclined to accept this dog from 
Froken Presttangen. It would be difEcuIt to bring up a puppy 
in this house — ^and it was bound to do a great deal of mischief 
at first. 

But she had not the heart to say no. Memories of all the dogs 
she had known and loved came back to her : from the first, the 
big Leonberg she lay and played with when she was so small 
that she seemed to remember the dog stood taller than herself. 
And a poodle that had lived on board one of her father’s boats. 
Whole dynasties of pointers and setters that they had had at 
home, and harriers that were boarded out in the country, and her 
mother’s ruby spaniel — nobody in the house had liked him, by 
the way, not even her mother. And then the dogs that had been 
hers — ^the lovely Airedale that died of distemper, and the last she 
had had. Sonny, the Llewellyn setter — he had turned out no use 
at all for shooting, gun-shy and all the rest, but his pedigree was 
frightfully grand, and so she was given him. Oh, Soimy was the 
sweetest of all the dogs she had known, so handsome and so good 
and so terribly fond of her. He could never bear to see Frithjof 
touch her, so she used to lock him in her room when she went 
out, that last summer 

Oh yes, it would be fine to have a dog in the house again. It 
would make Carl so happy. And those little black sheep-dogs 
that Evensen bred, they were handsome. 

Ida Elisabeth had a great deal to do that autumn and well into 
the winter ; she had two workwomen to help her all the time. 
She scarcely saw anything of her children except at mealtimes. 
Tryggve was out amusing himself in the snow all day long, but 
Carl too was not so bad at going into the open air as he had been 
in other winters, and he had the puppy. Burman was its name — 
after a dog Froken Presttangen had had — ^but anyhow it was 
frightfully sweet. And it was comic to see it with the cat : the 
poor pup frisked rotind Puss, confiding as ever and full of play, 
whenever the cat came into the room — ^and the little white creature 
was just as unapproachable in its dignity and made a dab with 
its paw if Burman became too impertinent. And Carl was so 
consequential and solicitous about these two domestic animals 
that were his. Poor Tryggve would really have to have some- 
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thing next summer — ^rabbits perhaps — ^he was quite left out in 
the cold. It would end in a regular menagerie 

It still remained with Ida Elisabeth like a feeling for which 
she could not accoxmt : that day last summer when Carl had 
escaped unhurt from the accident seemed to have marked a point 
of departure in her life. She had found courage to be cheerful 
in a new, calm, bright and easy way. The old feeling she had 
had, that life was essentially something good which was perpetu- 
ally being pursued and attacked and struck by something evil, 
had suddenly been transformed. Happiness was not merely like 
a pursued outlaw who took refuge with one by stealth and had 
to be well hidden the short time he dared to stay in one^s house 
and get his breath, before his pursuers came on his trail again 
and himted him. 

Formerly she had felt as though she must enjoy each little happy 
moment with eyes and ears clewed to yesterday and a moment 
ago and to-morrow. Hectic in its warmth and sweetness, almost 
so that it hurt, she had felt the joy within her, when she could 
steal out in an early morning hour and be alone, or alone with 
her child ; or at such brief moments when she seemed to be 
snatched out of her thoughts of the whole daily effort by the boys 
laughing and making a noise or being so absorbed in their play 
that they grew perfectly still — ^and her mind became so clear as 
she wondered : how happy the children are, and that happiness 
must be something they have within themselves. 

Now she took her boys much more calmly. For they were 
well, they had a lot to amuse them, they found amusement all 
round them, in outward experience and within themselves. And 
seeing this she was no longer afraid lest something might be 
lying in wait, threatening to extinguish the children’s unsus- 
pecting joy. 

A draper’s shop had been started at the comer of the Pea Soup 
building, but it was not doing much good. It was kept by an 
old maid, daughter of one of the big farms in the next parish, 
and though she had once served in a shop in her younger days, 
she had spent the last fifteen years at home, keeping house for 
her brother, until he married. But it seemed she had neither 
capital nor experience enough in starting this business — people 
said she already regretted it and would be glad to be rid of it 
again. 

Ida Elisabeth was playing with the idea — she discovered that 
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she had a positive fancy to go into business again. When she 
passed the shop she could not help thinking, for instance, how 
she would have dressed the window. Froken Torstad’s windows 
would certainly not tempt anyone to go in and buy, unl^ they 
had gone out for that very purpose. And if one went into the 
shop she scarcely ever had what one wanted, and should she pro- 
pose anything in place of it, the suggestion was not likely to be 
very helpful. There should undoubtedly be room for a properly 
run drapery business here by the station. For one who had 
some knowledge of how to carry it on, xmderstood buying and 
had taste. People in these parts were more inclined to spend 
money ; they came to her, for instance, and wanted to have a 
piece of material made up that they had bought on a visit to 
town, simply because they had seen the stuff in a window and 
fallen in love with it, though they didn’t actually need it. And 
if she combined the shop and the dressmaking business 

At Easter she was invited to Marte Bo’s with the boys, and 
then she and Marte discussed this project of the shop. Not that 
she really imagined it would be reali^. But it was fun to sit 
and explmn her ideas about it all, and it was always fun to discuss 
plans with Marte, whatever they might be. She fell in with 
everything, and she was always certain that it would turn out all 
right 

She had chiefly Marte Bo to thank that she did not lose heart 
altogether the first autumn she came to the valley here. She had 
left in a tremendous hurry, when things became too involved for 
her in Bergen. Torvald had certainly been extraordinarily kind 
— ^had even invited her to stay in his house : thus she discovered 
that his second wife — ^that is, the third counting Connie — had 
also left him, no doubt for good. Torvald was going to get her 
a situation, and he was going to introduce her to people. But 
she could not get on with his acquaintance. Perhaps it was she 
who was stiff and prudish, or she took everything too seriously — 
or it may have been merely that she could never bear people who 
were inclined to encroach. She had been like that as a school- 
girl, when any of the mistresses tried to get their fingers under 
her outward manner, as it were, and touch the bare skin of her 
nature — ^gain the child’s confidence, they called it — or when her 
mother-in-law was in one of her cordial and intimate moods. 
Torvald and his friends were on such unpleasantly free-and-easy 
terms — most people’s object in life is to have comfort and amuse- 
ment, but their amusement consisted to a great extent in a promis- 

i8o 



IDA ELISABETH 

cuous propinquity. She was not a likely person to be squeamish, 
she must surely have been cured of that before she was grown up. 
It would never have occurred to her that people had to wear 
clothes because there was something shameful in their being made 
thus and thus ; her idea was that one puts on clothes as one has 
a home — ^in order in the first place to be able to say “ not at 
home ’’ to all those one doesn’t want to have at close quarters. 
But at times she had really had the impression that in the clique 
to which Torvald belonged they unbuttoned both their clothes 
and their minds, stuck together and chattered incessantly, because 
they were afraid of being left alone— just as some children get 
bored or imagine all sorts of imcanny things, when they are left 
alone in a room for a little while. 

At first she had not told Torvald that she was to have a child 
again. But that only made her feel more out of place in that set. 
Once he had asked whether it was on religious grounds that she 
was scandalized at his goings-on, for he could see she was, he 
said, chaffing her. To that she could only answer that she was 
probably just as much of a heathen as one could be. Far from 
it, he laughed ; you’re as moral as you can be. That had made 
her think of all she had read about negroes and savages and so 
on — ^it would do my worthy Torvald good to be dumped in the 
middle of a tribe of real savage heathens and be forced to observe 
their morality or suffer the savage and heathen punishments cus- 
tomary among savage heathens when anyone tries to take a liberal 
view of their system of morals. 

But in the end she had to tell Torvald why she would not stay 
in the West. Amongst other things she was afraid that it would 
drag on her divorce interminably if Frithjof or his parents got 
wind of the new baby that was coming. Then of course Torvald 
wanted to make her confess : it was she herself who had someone 
else in view ; to be sure, he wouldn’t blame her for that, but as 
he was her lawyer she must tell him how things were. His 
intention was good enough, but it was a horrid thing to say. 

So then she left Bergen, at Aslaug’s instance. All that came 
of it was that she had to sit by the bedside of this dying person 
who was never tired of turning herself inside out. The money 
she had received for her business and with which she had thought 
of starting something else melted away with fearful rapidity. 
Nor could she bring herself to say no when Aslaug lay there per- 
fectly wild with terror lest her husband might find out about 
these bills which were being sent her. He was keeping her at 
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this expensive sanatorium, and altogether it could not be said 
that he had been close-fisted with her, but he was very strict 
about regularity in money matters. 

In the middle of all this she found herself obliged to see a 
doctor or a midwife. She chose the latter, as being cheaper — 
and as it were not so serious. For if there should really be some- 
thing the matter with her — she dared not even think of it — ^what 

would become of Kalleman then ? But she thought she had 

never in her life been so miserable and down-hearted as on that 
broiling hot day in August when she dragged herself uphill all 
the way to Bo Farm. But at last she arrived at the summit and 
saw the whole valley lying beneath her, north and south, with the 
shining river at the bottom and the haze quivering over dark blue 
wooded slopes with green patches where the farms lay on the 
hillside. Beyond were bare moors with hazy hollows and then 
more bare and rocky country, with snow mountains in the far 
distance. It was the first time she saw that this was beautiful 
country — ^not merely pretty as down by the sanatorium with its 
birch-woods, or at Berg where she was then lodging. Up here 
the view was grand in the way which induces an inward calm, 
since one’s own cares and trouble slip away and lose their reality 
for a while. 

The last piece of the road ran between rail-fences surrounding 
cornfields and a paddock, and when she arrived at the yard gate 
Fru Bo received her on the steps. She still remembered that 
Marte had been wearing a light blue washing dress in a large 
check ; she was already immensely stout, but there was some- 
thing so intensely charitable and yielding in all the curves of her 
figure. Ida Elisabeth felt she had been given fresh courage the 
moment she greeted the old midwife. Her big face was so 
healthy and kind under her neatly parted hair, black with streaks 
of grey, and her shrewd light brown eyes were full of light, her 
lips looked quite yoimg and pink in the fleshy old face. Coolness 
and comfort surrounded her soothingly in the little parlour with 
its pearl-grey walls — ^it had that old-fashioned panelling of broad 
fiat boar^ cut long ago in some local saw-mill ; great fuchsias 
stood in the window, hung with a wealth of flowers, subduing the 
light. There was such a solid and reserved look about all the 
old people in the enlarged photographs on the walls — old men 
with a white fringe of beard under their chins and men with keen 
clean-shaven faces, women with silk shawls over their smooth 
parted hair and women with their hair done in a huge crown on 
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the top of their head and a lace frill with a big gold brooch at 
their throat. Even the sofa covered in American cloth did not 
look a bit forbidding among this unpretentious birch-wood furni- 
ture upholstered in green check linsey-woolsey. 

Actually Ida Elisabeth had always thought the worst of the 
whole business was that one had to hand oneself over so helplessly 
and humiliatingly to other people to be felt and squeezed and 
manipulated. It had been horrid at the maternity clinic in Oslo, 
and she had not been able to bear the midwife at Berfjord. For 
the first time in her life she felt that a strange person’s hands may 
do one good — ^it was as though the mere touch of Marte gave her 
comfort and consolation. And when Fru Bo finally declared, oh 
yes, there was nothing wrong here, it would go quite satisfactorily 
— ^Ida Elisabeth believed her without hesitation. It would all 
turn out well. 

All the same, she could hardly understand how she came to 
tell Marte Bo so much about herself as she did the very first time 
she saw her. But she had said a lot — that she had left her 
husband and had to keep herself and her children without any 
assistance, and that she must look for work the sooner the better, 
and there was really nothing she could turn her hand to except 
dressmaking and tailoring. 

Marte said afterwards that she too had taken a fancy to her 
at once — “ a straightforward person without any nonsense about 
her.” Marte made the suggestion that she should take up her 
quarters near the station and helped her to get the lease of two 
rooms and a kitchen in that ugly uncomfortable house which lay 
half buried under the road ; but when Marte came to see her 
there one day and assured her : you’ll see, you’ll come to like 
this place — Ida Elisabeth came near to believing herself that she 
might find it quite comfortable. Marte helped her to buy some 
second-hand ftimiture quite cheap and to get a sign painted. 
Marte sent her her first customer. Heavens, yes — she had never 
made a coat and skirt before, except at the school of dressmaking, 
that is ; never since. But she got it right — as a matter of fact, 
she had perhaps never succeeded in getting quite such a smart 
cut again. It encouraged her tremendously to have turned it out 
so well. And Marte Bo positively advertised her. 

Only three weeks after Tryggve’s birth it happened that Marte 
Bo was crippled by an accident as she was driving to a case in 
the Aas neighbourhood. She was over four months in hospital, 
and Ida Elisabeth sent her flowers at Christmas, and flowers 
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when she went home — ^she wanted to show some slight sign of 
her gratitude. But she was greatly surprised to see how highly 
the old midwife had appreciated it. 

Since then there had been a kind of friendship between them, 
genuine and unaffected, in spite of their being so different. Be- 
sides, Marte Bo had a sort of predilection for Tryggve, as being 
the last child she had brought into the world, and because he 
was so nice-looking and big and strong. It was like a holiday 
to Ida Elisabeth when she went up to Bo to make for Marte. 
In her company she could sit and weave fancies about her own 
and the boys’ future. Not that she believed exactly that her 
wishes would be fulfilled, but it was so amusing. The mere 
fact that she now ventured to talk so much about the future was 
a great thing — and never did she dare to talk about such things 
so freely and cheerfully as under Marte Bo’s bright and kind 
brown eyes. 

You can go and talk to this man Toksvold, can’t you ? ” Marte 
was saying. He can’t chaise you anything for thaty And 
one day, just after her return from Bo, she actually did so. She 
had been to the station to fetch a parcel of sewing materials — 
odds and ends that she could not get at Froken Torstad’s but 
had to telephone to town for. On her way home she went up 
to the lawyer’s office. But she came near to regretting it, when 
his lady clerk said he was engaged, would she kindly take a seat. 
— She was left sitting a fairly long time, heard the hushed buzz 
of voices from the next room and once Toksvold’s voice — ^he was 
speaking on the telephone, very clearly and distinctly. No doubt 
eveiyone did that, spoke more distinctly when they used the 
telephone ; only she had never noticed it before. Ugh, no — ^she 
had better get up and go — ^what had she got to say to him after all ? 

At that moment he appeared, showing out the daily manager 
and another man. He looked a good deal surprised as he caught 
sight of her — ^and that made her regret still more having come. 
But now she had to accompany him into the inner office. 

“ No, I haven’t heard anything about that,” he answered in 
surprise, when she asked if it was true that Froken Torstad 
would like to sell her business. Where had she heard it ? And 
then he gave a little laugh : Fru Bo, ah yes, she always knew 
so much 

Well, well, then there was nothing more to be said about it. — 
Ida Elisabeth got up and asked him to excuse her. 
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Oh, dear me, that’s nothing No, as I say, I haven’t 

heard of her having any such idea. But if she should say some- 
thing about it, would you like me to let you know ? Or you 
might yourself broach the subject with Froken Torstad ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth buttoned her gloves : 

‘‘ No — ^no, times are so bad now, perhaps it’s rash to start 
anything. But if she herself should hint that she would like to 
get rid of her business or anything of that sort, I would certainly 
be grateful if you would let me know.” 

“ But tell me, Fru Braatd — do you think you would have a 
better chance than Froken Torstad of making anything of the 
business here ? ” 

“ I have had a shop of my own before, where I was living 
while I was married. For about five years. And I made it go. 
Though there were not nearly such chances of custom as here. 
And I had a husband who was out of work most of the time. 
And then, you know, I could combine it with dressmaking — 
Froken Torstad only makes a few child’s frocks and aprons and 
so on. — You know, I have to think of my boys, they will have to 
be educated when the time comes ” 

He fixed his clear, serious eyes on her : 

And you have to manage all this alone ? ” 

Yes, that’s so.” 

He shook his head : 

‘‘ That seems to me wrong. That there are so many children 
nowadays who have only one parent. And it falls more and more 
on the mothers to see to it all themselves.” 

‘‘ Yes, you may well say that. But what is one to do ? If 
one must, one must.” 

He put his hands in his pockets, stood for a moment balancing 
on his heels. Then he asked rather shyly ; 

** Excuse my asking, it doesn’t really concern me — ^but is it a 
fact that you have a husband alive ? ” 

“ Yes. He’s at home with his parents.” 

“ Ah, I see. Well, then he can’t contribute very much for 
the children.” 

Ida Elisabeth could not help laughing : 

No ! That comes under the head of downright impossi- 
bilities.” 

Well, I’m sure I don’t see how it’s going to end,” said Toks- 
vold. I had a case not long ago — 2 l woman who was trying 
to get some contribution towards her children out of their father. 
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And he’s a man who has never been able to keep himself even, 
but now he has got married again to a woman who has money 
and a good position. Separate estate, of course. Well, one can’t 
expect her to help and provide for the children he had by another 
woman, that’s plain. But there’s something about it that’s 
utterly wrong. Talk about a midwife’s husband living on his 
wife — ^there was always something ridiculous in that, even with 
a man like Haakon B6, though goodness knows he was master 
both in his own house and on the district council and all the other 
boards he sat on. But now it seems no longer to be a disgrace 
for a man not to be able to provide for his family unless his wife 
too has to go out and work — ^and there are many who are not 
even ashamed to be kept by their wives. Shocking ! They used 
to cry out that it was such a disgrace if a woman married in order 
to be supported — ^but if she keeps her home in order and brings 
up children to be decent men and women she has certainly made 
a good return for the support she has received. But as for a 
kept man — God knows what use he is. Unless he can console 
himself like the street-walker, that there are other ways of making 
a living that are a good deal less respectable than hers.” 

“ Oh well ” Ida Elisabeth turned red. It occurred to 

her that she had been disappointed to hear that it was all off 
between Frithjof and that lady of his. But that was of course 
becaxise she had regarded it as a sort of safeguard for herself if 
the other took over Frithjof — ^and she would just love her to get 
him. And in reality she had never had enough respect for 

Frithjof for it to suffer any diminution It was merely a 

thing she had tried to work up in her own imagination. 

“If we women are stupid enough, why then ” 

It looked as if he was going to say something, but he did not, 
and Ida Elisabeth took her leave, with excuses for troubling him. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


I DA ELISABETH was watering her garden one evening of 
the week before Whitsuntide, when Herr Toksvold stopped 
outside the fence : “ May I come in, Fru Braato ? ’’ 

She had imagined it was something about the business, so 
she was extremely surprised when he asked if she would care 
to accompany him and Froken Presttangen on a trip to Valdres 
at Whitsun. They would spend the night there with an aunt 
of his who kept an hotel. 

“ Thanks, but, you see, I can’t leave the children.” 

“ No, of course they must come too.” 

The sun had sunk below the mountain in the west and the 
evening light was dull and cool down here in the valley. But 
on the top of the ridge opposite the firs were still blazing in orange 
sunshine, and the woods were so full of the song of birds this 
evening. It was frightfully tempting to think of — ^getting away 
for a real long trip 

“ Thanks, but I don’t see how I can — ^your aunt doesn’t 

know us even ” 

“ Aunt will be very glad indeed. She’s always so glad to have 
visitors.” He had already telephoned to her about it. 

Ida Elisabeth dried her hands on her wet canvas apron, and 
stood looking at him reflectively. It was so curious — ^she scarcely 
knew these people. 

He smiled, a trifle bashfully, it seemed. And that became 
him very well, she noticed. 

“ I must tell you, Fru Braato — ^to be quite frank, you would 
be doing us a favour. Kari is to meet someone up there, and 
so perhaps it wouldn’t look so well if we arrived alone, just she 
and I.” 

“ Well, but wouldn’t it be better if you got someone else whom 
you both know better ? ” 

“ Kari knows nobody here. She finds it rather difficult to 

make friends. And she has such an immense respect for you ” 

“ For me ? But I’ve scarcely spoken to Froken Presttangen.” 
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“ Haven’t you ? I really thought — ^well, after all, it doesn’t 
matter*” Again he looked as if he would like to say something 
but didn’t quite know how he was to do it. “ Yes, she has a 
huge respect for you. For having made your own way — ^not 
giving in when you had to drop your art and so on, but cour- 
ageously turning to something else. That is just what she has 
most at heart, I must tell you ; she insists on being independent 
at all costs. I’m afraid she’ll fritter away her life altogether with 
these independent notions of hers. That’s what made me think, 
if you and she could see more of each other — ^perhaps you would 
be able to put some sense into her. From our talk the other 

day when you came to see me I thought She and I were 

brought up together, you see, and I’m very fond of Kari. So 
I should be only too glad, I really should, if you could get some 
influence over her.” 

“ I’m afraid I can’t manage that.” Ida Elisabeth could not 
help smiling at the man. "V^y, she had really had the impres- 
sion that her feeling for the dentist, not exactly one of sympathy, 
was fairly mutual. 

Oh yes, surely. Sht has such a tremendous respect for all 
women who are something. And the fact that you were a painter 
too ” 

“ I ? ” Ida Elisabeth laughed aloud. But in heaven’s name, 
where did Froken Presttangen get that idea from ? ” 

He looked rather surprised : 

“ It was your boy who told her — Carl. He had shown her 
some sketches you had done — and then Carl said you were a well- 
known painter before you were married. Had a big picture in 
the gallery ” 

Oh, that boy ! ” Ida Elisabeth laughed aloud. It’s all stories 
and imagination — there are some pictures by my grandfather in 
some of the galleries. That must have put the idea into the 
child’s head. Jacob Siveking, you know, the landscape painter.” 

Toksvold nodded, in a way that showed Ida Elisabeth he had 
never heard Jacob Siveking’s name before. 

“ But isn’t it true that you paint yourself ? ” 

“ I do a few little daubs for the boys sometimes. We can all 
draw a little in our family. My brother wanted to be a painter. 
Well, so did I for that matter — ^but then my father lost all his 
money, so I had to give up the art school.” 

He nodded and looked very sympathetic. But now, what 
about this trip ? 
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Ida Elisabeth asked if she might think it over till to-morrow. 
They could talk about it on the telephone. 

— i)h, that Carl, she thought when Toksvold had gone and 
she went back to her watering. To think that he too was so 

given to boasting and making up stories Then it struck 

her that after all she had done the same thing herself this evening 
— something like it at any rate, when she talked about having 
had to break off her studies at the art school because her father 
had lost his money. Actually she had stopped long before, be- 
cause she was sick of it And she had promoted her Great- 

grandfather Siveking to grandfather and spoken as though she 

assumed that everybody knew about him She laughed a 

little at herself. Perhaps everybody is tarred more or less with 
the same brush 

If he rang up about that trip, she believed she would accept. 
But she would certainly not ring him up, without hearing from 
him again. 

It was strange though that they should want her in particular 
to be chaperon. And not easy to understand what he meant by 
her influencing Froken Presttangen. — ^People said that the stop- 
pings she put in fell out again at once. 

She had had a thousand belated scruples for having accepted 
this invitation. They vanished like smoke on the morning of 
Whitsunday when they were waiting for the car : she saw how 
Carl was looking forward to it ! 

He stood before the mirror in the trying-on room. 

“ I say, mother ! I expect they’ll all think it’s motor goggles 
I’m wearing ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth seized the youngster and hugged him to her so 
hard that he gave her quite an embarrassed look. 

You’ve got a different car to the one you ran over Carl with,” 
remarked Tryggve with the air of an expert, as they were ready 
to get in. “ Then you only had an old Dodge.” 

“ Yes, that’s correct.” Herr Toksvold gave a little laugh, but 
it sounded as if he was a trifle annoyed. But get in now.” 

Let Fru Braato sit in front with you,” said Kari Presttangen. 
Ida Elisabeth was just thinking how strange it was that pretty 
girl hadn’t a better idea of how to dress herself. With her style 
of hair-dressing it must be hard to get any form of head-gear to 
sit properly, but anything more unfortunate than that boy’s doth 
cap she could not possibly have found ; her hair filled out the 
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crown so that it looked like a stuffed cushion. And the ulster 
in a brown mixture was outrageously unbecoming. She looked 
incredibly untidy and this exaggerated the awkwardness of her 

manner. And tiben her coat stank of naphthaline 

“ — ^then you’ll see more, I mean,” she added clumsily, as 
though abashed at her former tone of command. 

Thanks, but 111 have to sit with my boys.” 

“ There’s less draught in front too,” said the other eagerly. 
“ And you won’t notice the dust so much either. Ill take good 
care of the boys ” 

Have they had a row ? Ida Elisabeth wondered, as she seated 
herself beside Toksvold. The whole thing looks rather odd. 
But it’s all the same to me. I’m simply going to enjoy a lovely 
drive. What weather ! 

The car purred and flew along towards the mountains, which 
stood out a pale purple in the morning light — ^they seemed to 
draw together, blocking the valley and the winding river. Then 
the road curved back upon itself and one guessed there was some 
place where it could slip through at the foot of the huge moun- 
tain masses. It was so fine and so interesting to watch them 
change their shape continually as they drove towards them. Ida 
Elisabeth sat stfll, enjoying the view and resting in the happy 
sense of speed and the present moment. 

Now and again Toksvold mentioned the name of a big farm 
as they dashed past, and Ida Elisabeth answered ‘‘ Oh yes ” and 
I see.” They all stood some way up the hill-side and were 
all alike, with great brown timber houses and a dull gleam of 
slate roofs and huge red bams and some had dwelling-houses 
painted in bright colours. “ Don’t you think it’s fine here ? ” 
he asked once, and she nodded. She had a feeling that he saw 
the beauty of it from the point of view of the farms, they were 
the essential thing in the valley in his eyes. And instinctively 
the scenery they were passing through began to take for her the 
form of pictures, in which the brown or many-coloured groups 
of houses became centres around which all the rest arranged 
itself. The broad green meadows and brown ploughed fields 
spread out from them, white spouting streams running down the 
hill-side formed dividing lines between a strip of wood and the 
paddock of a farm. Clumps of bird-cherry which were already 
quite green and sprouting birches and aspen thickets with tiny 
bright reddish leaves grew around heaps of stones that had been 
cleared from the fields in old days. 
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She had often wished herself over on the other side of the 
river, for she had imagined it must be so much finer there on 
the northern slopes. The dark fir forest grew from the water^s 
edge right up to the mountain brow, where the bare ground 
showed through, and the little green patches in the forest, where 
was a lonely cottage or a farm with few small houses, were so far 
apart. She had never really seen before to-day how beautiful 
it was here on the sunny side. 

They entered a forest, and the road ahead was dark and wet. 
Remains of snow-drifts reached to the edge of the road, frozen 
on top and dark with fallen pine-needles. “ It’s no more than 
three weeks ago that I got stuck here,” said Toksvold. There 
was something so intensely spring-like in the tall, slender spruces 
with their coat of lichen wet and black and their needles bright 
and green as though freshly washed after the snow. High up 
the sky was a clear blue above the tree-tops. The cold smell of 
wet crumbling rock and the carpet of pine-needles was lovely 

“ What a lot of blue anemones there are here ! We don’t 
have them at home in my part of the country. Perhaps that’s 
why I can never get accustomed to them — ^they’re so pretty that 
I can scarcely believe they’re real.” 

‘‘ If you like we can take some up with the roots as we drive 
back to-morrow. They do quite well to plant in your garden. 
We had a whole ring of them at home round the flagstaff.” 

Behind her in the car Ida Elisabeth caught Tryggve’s voice 
calling out ; evidently he had questions and remarks to make 
about ever 3 ^ing they passed. ** Ugh, that boy — ^I’m afraid he’s 
worrying Froken Presttangen shockingly, he’s such a fidget.” 

“ Oh, you needn’t be afraid. Kari likes children,” 

He was a good driver and a safe one, Ida Elisabeth could see. 
They left the forest behind. Here the river broadened into a 
lake and in the morning stillness the reflection of the hill-side 
with forest and farms sank indistinctly into the water, as a mere 
brightness of colour, blue and green. At the end of the lake 
a rounded hill rose ; it was not so very high but its shape was 
curiously beautiful. “ Do you know the name of that hill over 
there ? ” 

Torstad Brae I believe they <^11 it. Those farms you can 
see below it are Torstad. You don’t know these parts very well ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head. 

‘‘ I have only once been here in the train. When I came here 
first. And then it was raining, I remember.” 
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“ Well, then it was high time you came for this trip. And 
lucky we had such fine weather. Youll just see when we get 
up on Tonsaas how grand it is. And going down to Aurdal ” 

Their quiet chatting about nothing in particular, with long 
pauses when they sat silent and there was nothing but the hum 
of the motor — ^this made her feel even more secure in her delight 
in everything. He had such a calm, warm voice — every time he 
mentioned the name of a farm or a dairy or a church they passed 
there was a note of solicitude in it, that she might enjoy the drive. 
Now and then her conscience troubled her a little when she 
heard how noisy the boys were behind her — scattered over a 
green slope by the side of the road was a whole herd of goats, 
and on some of the farms they had let the cows out into the 
paddock, and she guessed that the boys bombarded Froken 
Presttangen with questions every time they passed anything of 
this sort. Ugh, they must be worrying her to death. But at 
the same time it was good to have a little peace oneself. 

They had been driving for several hours, had driven a long way 
by the shore of Lake Mjosa — ^this was the brightest country she 
had seen, the whole vault of heaven free and blue above the broad 
smooth surface of the lake and the low border of hills around. 
It was already quite summer-like down by the water, a quantity 
of different flowers were blooming by the roadside, dusty already. 
The first white bunches of cherry blossom were out where the 
trees got the full warmth of the sun, and the meadows were so 
advanced that the grass waved like flames when a gust of wind 
came. She had never really imagined so open a landscape could 
be so beautiful. — I wonder what sight will meet my eyes, over 

the mountains yonder ’’ the lines came into her head, but 

that made her think of Vettehaugen, where this had been a regular 
national anthem — ^and it was one of the times Frithjof could 
play 

— ^At that moment Toksvold had turned to her to say some- 
thing. You’re not feeling cold, are you ? ” he asked. Would 
you like a plaid over your knees ? 

Oh no ” She smiled and made haste to chase away the 

expression that her memories had brought into her face. 

“ You’re not feeling ill, are you ? Some people get seasick 
when they’re motoring ” 

He had put on speed — ^they had a long stretch of straight clear 
road before them through a wood. Then there was a terrific 
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noise at tlie back of the car and Kari Presttangen stood up and 

tapped Toksvold on the shoulder. “ Stop — you must stop 

\^en the car stopped she could hear Tryggve bellowing with 
all the strength of his lungs — ^and in an instant they were out, 
standing around the boy who was howling worse and worse. 

You haven’t swallowed anything ? ” Kari Presttangen 

took her fingers out of his mouth. She opened a hand-bag, took 
out a cup and ran down to a brook which shot under the road 
close by. Carl made haste to explain — ^Tryggve had stuck his 
hand into Kari’s ulster pocket and found some white balls which 
he thought were sweets, and when she tried to take them from 
him he hurriedly stuffed them into his mouth, but they were 

something to keep away moth 

“ Fancy my forgetting to take them out before I came away.’^ 
Kari Presttangen was full of sympathy. Poor little chap — 
here, be quick and rinse your mouth out ! ” 

It’s just what you deserved,” said Ida Elisabeth hard- 
heartedly. For putting your hands in other people’s pockets. 
Now, stop that horrid shrieking ! ” 

“ We might just as well take a rest here,” suggested Toksvold. 
** And make coffee.” He drove the car into a little green clear- 
ing in the wood ; Kari Presttangen and the children galloped 
up the bank of the stream. “ Here, here,” they shouted ; they 
had found such a grand place. 

They were collecting wood for a fire when Toksvold and Ida 
Elisabeth came up with plaids and a suit-ca^. 

No, look here, Kari, that’ll take too long — wc must boil it 
with the Spirit stove ” 

Is there any fun in that ! No, we’re certainly going to make 
a proper fire ! ” 

They stood facing each other and it looked like coming to a 
quarrel between them — ^as to how far they had still to drive and 
how late they might arrive, when the aunt expected them to 
dinner, and how long they could rest here. She at any rate 
grew excited — ^turned very red about her high cheek-bones. The 
boys too tried to join in the discussion, they voted for a bon- 
fire — 

** Come here, Carl and Tryggve,” their mother called. “ You’ll 
be good enough to keep quiet ; it’s not for you to interfere in 
grown-up people’s business.” Her voice sounded very cheerful 
and decided. What the two had fallen out about was no con- 
cern of hers. The boys were so sulky that they said nothing. 

193 



IDA ELISABETH 


Ida Elisabeth^s head was in a whirl after the long drive. It 
was delightfiil to sit and listen to the soft sighing of the breeze 
in the tree-tops, which bore with it the sound of a church bell 
far away — sometimes it died away completely, but then she heard 
its notes again. And close to where she was sitting the little 
brook purled over stones and roots. 

"" There’s nothing I can help with ? ” 

He had won the victory ; on a flat rock stood the spirit stove 
with the coffee-pot over it. Kari Presttangen looked crushingly 
offended as she knelt and laid a cloth on the grass with cups and 
plates of cake. — Of course, it was rather depressing to be on a 
trip with a pair of lovers who had quarrelled, but she would just 
have to take no notice of it. 

“ Won’t you sit here on the plaid, Fru Braato ? ” asked Froken 
Presttangen with marked complaisance, — or shall I bring you 
your cup ? — ^All the same, you’re more comfortable over there. 
I think I’ll join you ” 

She did so, sat down beside Ida Elisabeth and looked as if she 
had been defeated. Now and again she got up, fetching this 
or that and handing it to the other. Toksvold sat by the cloth, 
cutting cake for the boys. 

Froken Presttangen would not hear of changing places with 
Ida Elisabeth when they went on again. 

About three o’clock they arrived at a big place lying between 
the main road and the river. ‘‘ Hotel ” was painted on the 
nearest of the great white houses, one with verandas all over its 
front. The whole place looked exceedingly comfortable — 2, great 
grass-grown courtyard with several white dwelling-houses and 
some huge red and grey outhouses aroxmd it. The lady who 
came out to receive them reminded one a good deal of Marte 
Bo ; she too was stout and brown-eyed and kind. It was the 
aunt ; her name was Fru Bjomstad. 

They were sitting at the dinner-table when a maid came and 
said Froken Presttangen was wanted on the telephone : from 
Galby.” She jumped up and ran out, more awkward and abrupt 
in her movements than ever. Toksvold watched her go and 
forgot his food for a while. It was some time before she came 
back. 

“ Sigurd’s in bed. He’s hurt his leg — ^they had been to the 
saeter and he had a fall on the way home early this morning. So 
he can’t come here.” She went over to the window and stood 
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looking out over the pots of flowers. He wants me to go 


Well, that’s quite natural. Shall I drive you up ? ” 

I can just as well drive myself — ^if I may borrow the car ? ” 
All right, as you please. — ^Is it anything serious } ” asked 
Toksvold, as she slowly made her way to the table again. 

Don’t know. They didn’t think so. It was Marit I was 
talking to. The doctor has been. He’s not to go to hospital 
anyhow.” She gave a very heavy sigh as she sat down again. 

Ida Elisabeth sat in the big glass veranda that looked on to 
the garden and saw Froken Presttangen drive off on the road 
to the south. In a moment Toksvold came and stood watching 
the cloud of dust — ^and then came Fru Bjomstad and poured 
out the coffee. 

“ Well, I must say it’s a strange thing — ^that this should happen 
to Sigurd to-day of all days ! ” said the aunt meditatively. 

There may be a purpose in it.” His voice soxmded so 
hopeful. 

Toksvold and Fru Bjornstad conversed about people in the 
neighbourhood ; Ida Elisabeth listened with half an ear, keeping 
an eye on the boys who were busy by a pond in the garden. 
Then, in order to draw her into the conversation, as she guessed, 
he began to tell her of a case of manslaughter a few years before, 
when he was acting sheriff here. But she could see that all the 
time the others were thinking of this visit of Froken Presttangen’s 
and that for some reason or other it had put them in a good 
humour. 

Then Fru Bjornstad was called away — z car had arrived with 
some visitors. Shall we go down and look at the garden ? ” 
he proposed. ‘‘ It’s very pretty. Perhaps there’s not much to 

see in it now, but But you’re interested in gardening, aren’t 

you ? ” 

Poor man, he was quite at a loss to find something to entertain 

her Saturday’s paper lay there, she hadn’t seen it yet. But 

she went with him all the same — ^along a garden path with old 
apple-trees on each side. The buds were just about to burst, 
showing bunches of little yellowish beads between tender com- 
pressed leaves. Along the edge of the path there were beds of 
sun-warmed grey mould in which the green shoots of perennials 
were coming up. 

Don’t get yourselves in too much of a mess,” she said as 
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they passed the duck-pond where the boys were sailing bits of 
bark on the muddy water. 

The path ended at a stone wall towards the river. On the 
slope down to the water was a thicket of slender half-wild cherry- 
trees whose shiny brown branches were covered with buds ready 
to burst. On the other side of the river the cliff rose per- 
pendicularly at first, grey with clefts in which ferns and little 
trees had taken root, and above was the steep hill-side covered 
with dark firs. 

Isn’t this pretty ? ” He waved his hand towards the 

view. “ This terrace was my uncle’s pride. — ^I’m really very 

glad you could come. Will you smoke ? ” He held out 

his cigarette-case. 

Ida Elisabeth had begun to smoke again. It was like a little 
happy assurance that she could afford the time and money to 
indulge herself again, every time she bought a box of cigarettes. 
At Berfjord she had had to cure herself of all superfluities. As 
she accepted the match he handed her she fdt the cool caress 
of the heavy ivory silk blouse against her skin. A Vieima model 
that she had bought to copy. She had changed into it when she 
came out — good to feel fresh and chic. 

You can guess,” he sdd, “ it’s Kari’s fiance, Sigurd Maelum. 
He took over Gaiby four years ago after an uncle of his. A very 
good fellow, straight and S3mipathetic. Well, it isn’t public yet, 
though goodness knows it’s no secret either. And as far as I 
can see, it would be far better for her to marry him than to go 
on with that dentist business of hers. She’s not even very 
good at it — ^hard of hand, I’ve heard it said. — To be sure, it’s 
no great fun to be a farmer either in these days. But to have 
to root about the jaws of anybody who comes in — no, that’s the 
last job I should choose 

** I expect there are lots of people who think it’s interesting 
work 

He scoffed. 

It’s only that Kari absolutely insists on being something — 
professional. It’s the result of her having had a stepmother — 
one who had been our governess. We were a few families who 
had clubbed together for a governess who was to coach us for 
the grammar-school. So when Kari’s mother — she was a sister 
of my mother — when she died, Tor Presttangen married this 
Ella. But she and Kari didn’t get on. It was then that she 
came to live with us. Not that I believe Ella meant any harm 
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really. But she gave Kari no peace, trying to cure her of being 
as she was in every way. She was pretty genuine in those 
days, a regular country girl, handy and straight — ^and extremely 
sensitive with it all. Well, then she turned obstinate and did 
exactly the opposite of all her stepmother told her — ^but imitated 
her all the time, or tried to, so long as Ella wasn’t within hear- 
ing. In a way too I believe she admired Ella — who was really 
a handsome person to look at, but rather affected. At any rate, 
she was out of place as mistress of a big farm 

But another thing was that Kari saw well enough that her 
stepmother could do what she liked with her husband — Tor’s 
head was quite turned by this woman. At first, that is. For 
no doubt he grew thoroughly sidk of her after a few years ; she 
lost her lool^ pretty soon. But then Kari was no longer at 
home. Her father was absolutely against her continuing her 
studies — ^he had probably had quite enough of that sort of thing, 
and he wanted her at home. Then it was that she and Sigurd 
began to see a good deal of each other, and at that time they 
were very much in love. But then Kzri came into some money 
of her own, a legacy 

You know, Kari’s real mother had not been treated as Ella 
was, and Kari did not forget that. Gunhild, you see, my aunt, 
was a regular countrywoman of the old type. She never spared 
herself, and I don’t think she expected anyone to think of sparing 
her. No, she had no pretensions. Or rather, she made no 
demands on her own account, otherwise she was far from what 
we should call unassuming ; what she considered fair dealing 
and behaving ^ like folk ’ was no small thing, I can assure you 
— and she insisted on this both from herself and others. Ella 
never made any demands except that people should have due 
regard for her. And when all’s said and done, that is a great 
deal less than what Gunhild demanded. So it’s not to be won- 
dered at if Ella had things more to her liking. But this was the 
state of things that Kari turned over in her mind all the time she 
was growing up. Well, it was the same in our home too — 
though both my father and we children did appreciate mother 
in a way. But not as we ought to have done, of course, and 
it would have done no harm if we had shown it more. 

“ The result of this was that Kari grew up as she did, you 
see. For really she is the kindest of persons — ^but she takes 
everything to heart in such an unreasonable way, especially if 
she’s fond of a person — ^so she’s positively afraid of anything 
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of that kind. I'm certain that if you hadn't been with us to-day, 
she would have insisted on my turning back when we'd come 
half-way." 

Ida Elisabeth was sitting on the wall a little way from him, 
looking down at the budding cherry-trees and the river running 
past in the shadow of the steep grey cliff. 

Well, but if your cousin is like that " — she searched for a 
word — she must surely be allowed to decide for herself how 
to arrange her life ? If she’s afraid of marrying this fiance of 
hers ? The engagement must have lasted a good many years — 

perhaps they have both changed Aren't you taking a pretty 

big responsibility — ^for if I haven't misunderstood the situation, 
both Fru Bjornstad and you — ^well, at all events it wasn't to 
break it off that you brought her here ? " 

“ She must anyhow have a real talk with him, in my opinion." 
Toksvold had turned red. Sigurd must have a right to be 
told where he stands 

And do you know what ? — a person can't let her whole 
life slip away simply because she's afraid it may hurt her to 
live." 

Ida Elisabeth sat plucking the dry sun-warmed moss from 
the stone wall — ^it crackled so pleasantly between her fingers. 
It was an odd question, the one he was just put. She had never 
thought of it before — ^if indeed she had ever been so placed or 
so constituted that she could stop and consider : shall I ? — 
shall I not ? before throwing herself into any of the experiences 
she had been through — ^it would have been hard to say what 
she would have done. But she had come through it dl in a 
way — and had come out of it quite well, she was beginning to 
ihmk latterly. She had her boys, and they were healthy and 
brimful of vitality and pluck to discover the world into which 
she had put them. When she put her arms round them and 
felt the warmth of their yoimg carcasses, she thought — rafter all, 
there are lots of people who manage things so that they can enjoy 
being alive 

As though he had heard something of her thoughts, he said : 

So you would rather be in your present position and have 
your children than have made a name as a painter, for instance, 
and be an old maid ? ” 

“ Supposing I had become a painter, it's not certain that I 
should be an old maid." The idea made her laugh. 

He frowned. 
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No, of course not. I didn’t really mean that either. But 
it would have made things rather different, wouldn’t it ? ” 

Different from having a dressmaking establishment ? Yes, I 
presume so.” 

Well, now you’re laughing at me ! But don’t you see what 
I mean ? That such a life as has nothing grand, or striking, 
about it in people’s eyes is worth more than if a woman makes 
a name for herself in art, or takes up a practice or any other 
work that comes first with her, and is only a mother in the second 
place as it were, or in her spare time 

Ida Elisabeth nodded. 

‘‘ But you admit that all Froken Presttangen’s mother and 
your mother gained by it — I mean, by thmHng of themselves 
last of all — ^was that all those they lived for did the same. They 
too thought first of themselves and last of the one whose only 
thought was of them.” 

“ That is true enough. It’s a thing that was brought home 
to me when I’d seen a little more of the world. One can under- 
stand to a certain extent why so many girls have got that idea 
of wanting to be independent and to develop themselves before 
all. The only thing is that the world grows even worse than 
it was when those who formerly were willmg to devote themselves 
to goodness will do so no longer. For you mustn’t imagine 
that men are made any better by women becoming egoistic. On 
the contrary. For, you see, there will never be more than a 
small percentage of either men or women who can create for 
themselves a field of work which they could not exchange for 
another without feeling it as a sacrifice. But because a few 
women have succeeded in making themselves a position which 
it would be a sacrifice for them to give up if they married, per- 
haps nine times as many are to be forced to go out and do a 
full day’s work as breadwinners, and to do the work of a mother 
and housekeeper the rest of the twenty-four hours, or as many 
of them as they can stand on their feet without dying for want 
of sleep. Because a few females of the middle class have dis- 
covered that it is a disgrace to be kept by a man. In reality, 
I suppose, there were always devilish few who did nothing in 
return for their keep. The great majority at any rate had more 
to say than all the men in the country put together as to how 
the generation, that was growing up should turn out. But this 
talk about women not allowing themselves to be kept, you see 
— ^the ordinary average man who is no better than the majority 
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of sinful folk takes this to mean that he needn't provide for 
his 'vvife — ^she can look after herself, and if she wants to have 
children she can do her share in providing for them, since as a 
rule she is keener on having them than a man. And if you 
come down to the real scallywag type, they reckon on being kept 
for life if they've been fortunate enough to have a child by a 
decent and moderately good-hearted girl. You may be sure IVe 
seen more than one example of the type in my practice." 

Ida Elisabeth laughed nervously. 

You give your own sex a nice testimonial, I must say ! " 

‘‘ Well, but the majority of people are a pretty rotten lot, 
you know. And always have been. And God knows if there's 
anything that can make them keep within bounds and behave 
decently except just thisv- that the women, the best of them 
anyhow, are willing to take upon themselves what my mother 
and Aunt Gunhild and their sort went through. Even if they 
never got the thanks we owed them from their own family. 
They were after all the ones who carried the whole concern, 
even if they were hidden beneath what they carried, just as the 
soil of the cornfield is hidden under the com. And it's no small 
thing to be that^ 

Ida Elisabeth gave him a serioxis look, but said nothing. 

But of course, having seen that, one knows one ought to 
cherish and respect such persons. At any rate, I imagine I 
should do so notJOy if I met anyone of that sort." 

She laughed, rather bitterly. 

I too was promised that, once — ^to be cherished." 

He looked at her, almost sadly. 

“ And you were not — ^no, I can guess that." 

*^You see, Herr Toksvold— it's natural for children to be 
egoists. All their needs must be satisfied by other people. And 
there's little they can do to help either others or themselves. 
Imagine if all the grown-ups fell sick at the same time and could 
do no work, and the children had to keep the world going for a 
single week — that would be a nice state of things. And such 
people as never grow up — you know what one reads in the paper : 
the accused's mental development was that of a twelve-year-old 
child. You must have had to do with a number of such cases. 
But there are still more who are on the twelve-year-old level, 
or the eight-year, or five — ^who get along without bringing them- 
selves into court ; they marry and have children and vote at 
elections and help to make up public opinion. Well, there was 
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a friend of mine who was a doctor ; he used to say that all these 
ideas about democracy and so on came from a time when nobody 
had yet dreamt of anything like psychiatry. But one ought to 
excuse such people if they show the egoism that belongs to their 
age. But it’s true, I do think really grown-up people ought to 
be kinder to each other than they often are.” 

Toksvold nodded. 

“ That day last year when we had the misfortime to run over 
your boy — ^it was quite odd how you reminded me of Kari’s 
mother, when you received us and attended to him. Kari 
noticed it too. Well, she was in such despair at what had hap- 
pened, as you can guess. But it was that likeness that made 
such an impression on her that, for instance, I could never get 
her to come with me to enquire after the boy — she got quite 
hysterical when I asked her. There was a boy too, I must tell 
you, Elling — he was younger than Kari. He was a cripple from 
infantile paralysis, and his mother looked after him for five 
years, besides all the other things she had to do — ^and was just 
as kind and ready and calm all the time. But when he died she 
seemed to be fit for nothing more — ^she died herselfthe year after. 
No, it’s not in outward appearance exactly — ^though Gunhild 
was also fair and thin, but she was a farmer’s wife, and it’s easy 
to see that you’re not a countrywoman. But there’s something 

of the same, for all that He looked at her for a moment, 

and looked away, as though embarrassed. 

Ida Elisabeth could not help smiling faintly. 

Was that why you were so keen on getting me to join this 
— expedition ? ” 

With increasing embarrassment he replied : 

You know it was a great pleasure for me too — ^I greatly 
appreciated your coming with us.” 

Ida Elisabeth sat in silence. But she was thinking of the 
day when he came in carr3dng C^l — there was something in 
his expression at this moment which reminded her of that. And 
she realized as a thing the significance of which she could not 
ignore — ^his handsome, serious face with its clear grey eyes, as 
it looked at her over the boy’s head, was a part of that day which 
to her was like the entrance to a new, brighter and more con- 
fident time. 

The sun had now left the place where they were sitting, and 
down the garden path came Carl and Tryggve running at full 
speed. 
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“ WeVe to tell you from Fru Bjornstad that you’re to come 
in to supper ” 

As they turned in to the grass-grown courtyard they discovered 
that his dark green Chevrolet was standing there among the 
three or four other cars. Fru Bjornstad met them in the passage. 

ICari came in to fetch her suit-case. She was going to stay 
up there a few days, she said. So I expect you’ll have to drive 
home without her. She said she’d ring you up in the morning, 
by the way 

As they went into the dining-room she told them at great 
length about Maelum’s accident. “ Poor Kari, she was fearfully 
upset about it,” Ida Elisabeth h^rd her whisper to Toksvold. 

Of course, she can’t break it off while he’s lying with his leg 
in plaster of Paris, thought Ida Elisabeth, and she felt rather 
sorry for Kari Presttangen. But she dismissed the feeling — 
the others were so cocl^ure that it would be best for her to 
become Fru Maelum of Galby. And they knew both parties. 

It was no easy matter to get the boys to bed ; they were per- 
fectly wild about all they had seen during the day and chattered 
incessantly. Ida Elisabeth’s body felt strangely light, almost as 
if she were floating, as she went about the dusk-filled room, 
unpacking the boys’ night things and clean stockings for the 
morning. It was a very large room, low-ceilinged and irregular, 
with nooks and comers where the dusk seemed to collect. 

It was on the ground floor and looked out on the yard. Out- 
side she heard Toksvold talking to one of the motorists who 
had arrived the night before. The other was enquiring about 
the state of the road over Tonsaas. And she remembered a 
lake they had passed up there — ^it was still covered with ice, 
dark and rotten and full of leaden cracks. There was still a good 
deal of snow in the forest there and great blue-grey clouds col- 
lected from all quarters, till the sunshine was extinguished alto- 
gether. They ran into a scud of driving snow which passed over 
Sie forest. But he said he didn’t think it would come to any- 
thing — and a moment later they were out in the sunshine again. 

She inspected the boys’ necks and ears — what a mess they 
had got into. With the clothes-brush and Tryggve’s breeches 
in her hands she went up to the window. 

Toksvold, in shirt-sleeves and overall, was engaged in washing 
the car. On seeing her at the window he came across. 
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‘‘ Perhaps you would like to have an evening drive ? There 
are some waterfalls here, about seven miles to the north, they're 
generally splendid at this time of year. Or we might drive down 
to the westward past Galby, then you'd have a view of the 
farm 

No, many thanks. I’ve had plenty of driving for to-day.” 
She laughed. 

“ Are you awfully tired ? You’ll come into the drawing-room 
presently, won’t you ? Aunt wants us to come in and have 
coffee.” 

Properly speaking, she had had enough coffee too for one day, 
she thought, still smiling. But she would have to join them all 
the same. This place was uncommonly homelike. 

There were no lights anywhere as she went through the house. 
In the dining-room the doors stood open to a veranda, and the 
strong pale light of the spring evening was reflected with a bluish 
tinge from the long table with its white cloth. When she opened 
the door of the drawing-room it seemed quite dark. The light 
rectangles of the windows were entirely filled with an outlined 
pattern of leaves from the big pot-plants. There was a scent of 
Virginia cigarette, and now she saw the little red glow. 

Come over here, Fru Braato; here’s a good chair. — Would 
you like me to turn on the light ? ” 

“ Oh no, that seems almost a pity.” She settled herself well 
in the deep, square arm-chair ; its plush was bristly and felt like 
moss against her cheek. Ida Elisabeth slipped off her shoes and 
drew one leg up underneath her. She was rather proud of her 
high insteps, but it was inconvenient when she wanted to be 
neatly shod, pumps and straps were always too tight for her. 

“ We’ve been uncommonly lucky with the weather. And it 
looks as if it would hold for to-morrow.” 

So to-morrow I shall have to sit in the back of the car, she was 
thinking. The boys can’t sit alone 

“ It was awfully kind of you to bring us. It’s been quite an 
experience for the boys. Fru Bjornstad has been so extraordin- 
arily kind to them. She brought them in milk and cakes when 
they had gone to bed. And I’m sure they’ve been allowed to 
run all over the place and poke their noses in everywhere 

‘‘ Oh ! ” He gave a little laugh. “ Poor aimt — she doesn’t like 
this new-fangled motor traffic. Parties who come and demand 
meals at all hours of the day and never two of them together. 
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Aad far fewer people who stay. Only two parties staying the 
night here and they’re going on again early to-morrow.” 

“ Yes, it’s strangely quiet this eveiiing. — ^But people can’t sleep 
in tents so early in the year — with the nights still so cold and the 
ground so raw ? ” 

“ Oh, that’s half the fun. Comparatively cheap to get about 
too in that way.” 

Then they sat in silence — as though each were waiting for the 
other to start talking again. 

Till he went over to a comer and lighted a little lamp. The 
globe was shaped like a rose, giving an orange and deep pmk light. 
The bronze figure of a dancer held it with raised arms. Her 
hair was puffed out over the ears and she wore a kind of Empire 
gown which spread out to form the stand. Ida Elisabeth remem- 
bered having seen lamps like that when she was a child. 

He was manipulating a radio receiver over there — ^in the red 
light of the lamp he studied the programme in a paper. The 
apparatus roared and grated, then came a talking voice, and 
Toksvold turned the button again till he got the mtisic of a 
dance band. 

“ From London,” he espMned. Shall we dance ? Are you 
fond of dancing ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth fished up her shoes and got on her feet. At the 
far end of the room was a free space of floor without furniture 
or carpet. With windows on two sides and dark shadows playing 
on the glass. A tall pier-glass was full of dark coppery reflec- 
tions from the windows — ^Hke the waters of a tarn on a summer 
night. 

A soft thrill of voluptuousness passed through her as she felt 
his arm on hers and his hand against hers, the scent of his skin 
and his clothes so near her. It was long since she had danced, 
but at the first step ,she took with him a memory awoke in her 
whole body — the languishing rhythm of the tango flowed into it, 
as light as nothing her body felt as he guided it. Her eyelids 
drooped, she felt herself turn pale with pleasure. The room was 
2K)w so dim that she could see nothing but obscurity and pale 
flloating aroimd their movements md two distant red lights 
like beacons turned with them — the one by the radio and another 
far within the mirror each time they reached a certain spot in 
the room. 

Oh, but it’s lovely dancing with you ” he whispered, 

and she could hear the delighted surprise in his voice. You’re 
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madly fond of dancing, aren't you ? ” She only smiled and 
abandoned herself more intensely to the joy of motion. 

When the music stopped they stood still ; he did not take 
his arm away, and she felt the rough cloth of his jacket under 
the tips of her fingers. 

We'll go on dancing, won't we ? " She only nodded, and 
they stood quite still waiting for the music to come again. There 
— and he gave her a happy little squeeze, as they glided on again 
over the little bit of floor ; and they danced and danced till a 
door opened and they stopped abruptly. 

“ Well, I must say you're two sensible people," said Fru 
Bjomstad's voice. She set down a jingling tray and turned a 
switch. The light leapt out so dazzlingly white and hard in the 
middle of the ceiling that Ida Elisabeth stood blinking — ^it was 
like being waked out of sleep, or as in the theatre, when an act 
comes to an end and one is suddenly hurled back into a glaring 
auditorium 

“ That's what I like ! That man from Askim and his wife 
went off to bed as soon as they had had supper." 

“ He said he had to drive all the way back to-morrow," Toksvold 
explained. And had driven pretty far to-day. A drive I'd like 

to take too His voice was lost in mumbling, as he took a 

map out of his breast pocket and unfolded it. “ Nesby — ^here 
you see it 

Fru Bjornstad shook her head — Ida Elisabeth need not help 
to arrange the cups. So the yoxmger woman crept into the big 
chair again. 

“ You'll take cognac, I suppose, Tryggve ? " Fru Bjornstad 
handed Ida Elisabeth a liqueur glass. The liquid in it was 
thick and black with flashing gleams of dark amethys^^^ — ' 

Toksvold picked up the cognac bottle and regarcfeliit critically. 

“ Thanks — ^but I believe I'd rather have some of your brew, 
aunt. Well — did you say ‘ skaal ' ? " 

The thick sweet liquor that burnt like fire as she swallowed it 
and smelt and tasted of bitter almonds, was wild-cherry ratafia ; 
she remembered having been given some as a child on a visit to 
her Grandmother Andst, but never since. It was frightfully good. 

Fru Bjornstad complained that the spirit one got from the 
wine monopoly was too weak ; she had had to alter all her receipts 
for liqueurs. From that the other two went on to talk of all the 
prizes she had taken at exhibitions, for syrups and jams and 
bottled fruits and liqueurs, and then of the prizes won by people 
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they knew at exhibitions of home industries and cattle-shows and 
so on, and finally of horses. 

Ida Elisabeth took in the whole picture of the room, with the 
utmost intensity, as though its appearance was of overwhelming 
importance. The walls were pearl-grey, panelled with broad 
flat boards, and the ceiling was panelled with narrow boards 
arranged in a kind of star pattern and divided here and theie with 
mouldings and knobs painted brown. There were masses of 
flowers and green plants in the windows and on old-fashioned 
stands made of birch-stems, and the bulky and angular furniture 
was covered in bluish-green plush. Along the walls stood heavy 
carved farmhouse cupboards, but they had been painted a bluish 
green with much gilding and silvering of the carving. On the 
walls hung enlarged photographs and old rugs and mangling 
rollers and embroideries representing boys and girls dancing in 
national costume against a pea-green woollen background — and 
there was a black piano with a white Cupid and Psyche on it. 
But all the same the whole effect was wonderfully pretty 

It was long past midnigM when she entered her room. The 
window stood opm, rat&ng a little <m its fastening ; the room 
was filled with cool night air and the bed looked cool and white 
and tenq>tmg. She had drunk a little too much of that cherry 
liqueur — ^but it was such fun watching the heavy pale purple 
drops creeping down from the edge of the glass like a scalloped 
border after she had drained it, and she remembered that of 
old 

Ida Elisabeth went across to look at the boys who were asleep 
in the broad double bed. As she bent down and kissed first one 
and then the other of the two warm faces she noticed that her 
lips were sticky and sweet 

— ^It would be lovely to get to bed — ^but it was lovely to feel 
tired like this ^ — after a whole long day that had been a glorious 
time from beginning to end 
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C ARL and Tryggve were never tired of talking about their 
Whitsun trip. Almost every day at dinner or supper in 
the kitchen they recalled some point or other of which they had 
to tell their mother. 

Ida Elisabeth was busy from morning to night cutting out, 
trying on, putting her workwomen right and finishing what was 
difficult. Eveiything seemed to go so easily — the two young 
sempstresses were infected by Fru Braato’s cheerful mood, th^ 
worked gaily and with a will, and when they had finished in the 
evening they dawdled over their clearing up and confided to her 
all sorts of things about their private joys and sorrows. Till 
Ida Elisabeth went with them to the gate and all three stood there 
chatting a good while before they parted. 

It was the same with the children. Carl and Tryggve scarcely 
noticed that their mother perhaps did not pay very much atten- 
tion to what they said ; but they had discovered how easy it was 
to make her laugh. She was so disinclined to be peremptory 
and vigilant, and they took advantage of it. The evening hours 
were ffiled with long and merry skirmishes, which ended at last 
in Ida Elisabeth getting them driven into the boys^ room : now 
they were to go to bed, she woxild soon be angry in earnest, she 
told them ; just look how late it was. And Ci-1 looked at his- 
wrist-watch to find out how much he and his brother had won 
from their mother — ^it was actually so late that all little boys with 
sensible mammas ought to have been in bed long ago. 

Then at last she had finished all she had to do, in house and 

garden ; she too could go to bed. But she didn’t feel inclined 

One of the many things she liked about this house was that 
here she need not have blinds in her bedroom. She had always 
liked so much to be able to look out if she woke up at night, and 
see what time it was. Whether the window was black and a few 
solitaiy stars twinkled brokenly where the pane was slightly 
warped, or she saw that it was already growing light and there 
were clouds in the sky which were flushed with the sunrise, or 
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the two light squares of window were frosted over in patterns of 
rays and tendrils, or the rain was pattering against the panes — 
she always thought it so delightful to have these glimpses of the 
time and the weather between one sleep and another. But she 
had not had that since she was a little girl. All the time in Oslo, 
and the time she was living at Berfjord, and the first years here 
in the house near the station, she had slept in rooms which looked 
out on to a street or a road, so that she had to hang something 
over her window. 

The nights were now light, so she had left off lighting the 
lamp when she went to bed. She dawdled over making her bed 
on the sofa, dawdled over her undressing — went over to the 
window and looked out. The river and the wooded slope on the 
other side of the valley and the old garden just outside came out 
more and more clearly as the dawn approached, but still the whole 
world lay in a sunless, chilly light. Her flowers in the window- 
box were no longer a play of shadows against the glass — they 
spread luxuriantly with grey-green leaves and red and white 
blooms. It was almost a sin to sleep away so much time, the 
little while the light nights last. 

And it was another lovely feeling to be the only one awake in 
all this big house. 

She herself thought it rather comic that this Whitsun trip con- 
tinued to haunt her thoughts so incessantly. Of course her 
existence had not been spoilt exactly with diversions. She could 
not forget having danced. But she had really been madly fond 
of dancing when she was young — ^and she had not even thought 
of it for years ; everything of that sort had seemed so utterly past 
and done with in all the years she had been married to Frithjof. 
In realiQ? she was still a young woman — ^but there had been a long 
time during which she had had as it were no age, she had merely 
been one who had to get through a certain amount of work every 
day. 

But it was strange how the mere fact of having danced once 
again called up in her body all kinds of memories of a ph3^ical 
nature. Images kept cropping up — they appeared in strong 
lights and were accompanied by memories of music and the hum 
of voices, but far away, almc^t like old dreams that one happens 
to recall. A place in Copenhagen, to which she and Connie had 
driven in a car with their father and mother. And she envied 
Connie for having got a partner with whom she could flirt, a tall, 
handsome, dark young man, while she herself had fallen into the 
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clutches of one with horn spectacles and thin wisps of fair hair 
through which his shiny red scalp could be seen. That must 
have been when her father was down there placing a contract 
for a steamer with a Danish shipyard and had brought the whole 
family with him. — That time, though, was so strangely uncon- 
nected with all her other memories, before and since, that it 
appeared quite unreal ; she could not even work up any particular 
feeling of loss when thinking of all the glories of those days, though 
she remembered many of them with extraordinary vividness ; for 
instance, a cormorants^ skin coat she had had with a big bunch of 
artificial violets on the revers. 

But behind all that again was a time that she often thought of 
now, with a sharp stab of longing. She fell to recalling the 
childbren’s dances of those days — one in particular ; her mother 
had curled her hair all over and had tied a big bow on one side 
of it, of broad green silk ribbon with silver thread. She had had 
on a frock of a kind of shot silk, very light and shifting from blue 
to green — something her father had bought for her in England. 
And she had enjoyed herself so frantically that she was in a kind 
of daze — every time she came upon her own reflection in a big 
mirror that stood in the room, it gave her the impression of seeing 
a strange girl. But then came the terrible disaster — somebody 
upset a plate of yellow cream and red syrup over her. A lady 
Imd taken her up to a bedroom and tried to wash it off, but the 
frock was spoilt for good and all, and she had cried with despair, 
and her mother had been so angry when she got home — ^though 
it was not her fault. — And then she remembered a Christmas 
dance at Teie ; there were two boys there from Trondhjem, 
nephews probably of Doctor Sommervold. She had wished sol 
tremendously that one of them might stay in the neighbouffiood, 
for then she was sure she would have fallen in love with him. 
That was the winter she was to be confirmed. Her parents had 
been there too — she remembered how afraid she had been that 
they might drink so much that the Trondhjem boys would 
notice it. Frithjof was there too. — Yes, to think how little was 
needed to make everything turn out differently. 

The last time she danced — ^she remembered that too. It was 
in Oslo, on the first floor of the Park Cafe, the evening after 
Frithjof and she had been married before the mayor. They 
had supper there with their witnesses, Aslaug and one of the 
friends of whom Frithjof had so many at that time, and they 
danced. Yes — ^they had been happy. She must have been fond 
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of Frithjof at that time — or of the idea that she was in love with 
a man and was married to the one she loved and was to have her 
own little home with her boy and they would live happily ever 
after. And so she had assigned Frithjof the part of the husband 
in her romances about happiness. She was then nothing but a 
child, a great big girl — though to be sure she was not what one 
would call innocent ; but that had only been a kind of accident. 
She had been a child in spite of it, a Uttle goose she might well 
say. And Fritiijof too had been a child then. And he had never 
grown up, but she had. That was the whole story — ^really poor 
Frithjof was not to blame for it all, nor for being such an unpre- 
possessing lad either. 

She was not unaware of the drop of bitterness that fiirked in 
every one of these memories of dancing. And in spite of that 
she thought it so lovely to sit and recall them. Even the memory 
of her wedding evening — that was indeed infinitely sad, but all 
•die same — she had come through all that that had led to, and that 
was no small thing . It was true, as Try^ye Toksvold had said, 
that one carmot rrfuse to live simply because one is afraid it may 
liurt. Certainly it does, perhaps life hurts more often than not, 
but “ more often than not ” is not the same as “ mostly.” The 
good things come first. 

A little while ago all the colours in the valley were already 
awakening, as though with a dawning light that came from deep 
within. But now dl was grey again ; the sky had clouded over. 
And all at once there was a rustUng in the leaves outside — every 
tree in the garden flinched under the first heavy drops of rain. 
That was good — rain was wanted now. 

By dfigprees she had got so far as to be standing in her night- 
dress — enjoying the coolness of the morning against her body 
through die thin stuff. She would take a look at the boys 
first. 

They had kicked off the bedclothes. Their mother handled 
their lunbs gingerly, as she covered them up and laid their hands 
m. top of the turned-down sheet. “ Heavens, how fond I am of 
fibem. Of Tryggve because he’s such a little rascal and so en- 
trancingly pretty, of Chrl because he’s my own good little boy 
who’s not at all pretty, but queer and difficult.” Even while it 
felt like a pain to love them so boundlessly, when she was besieged 
hy uncertainty and knew there was no one but herself who cared 
■to do anything for them — even then her love for them had been 
A happiness which nothing could entirely suppress. And to be 

210 



IDA ELISABETH 


able to love them as now, without too much care and anxiety 
for the future — O God, how good that was I 

Half-past two — and at seven she must be up again. But she 
really had no feeling that she required more sleep now in summer- 
time. The first flute-like morning notes of the birds intruded, 
sweet and cool, upon her jumble of thoughts, weaving them- 
selves into the mists of sleep the moment she had stretched 
herself between the sheets. 

The local paper announced the engagement of Froken Kari 
Presttangen, dentist, to Sigurd Maelum, farmer, of Nordre 
Galby. Poor girl, thought Ida Elisabeth. But perhaps she 
has arrived at the conclusion that this is her best choice. 

A week or so later Ida Elisabeth met Froken Presttangen in the 
village ; she went up and congratulated her. Kari Presttangen 
received it with a curious expression, as though trying to ward off 
something of which she was afraid. She asked abruptly after 
Burman, CarPs dog. She had with her another fluffy little 
black thing ; this was an own sister to Burman, she explained, and 
entered into a long dissertation about these shepherd’s dogs. Ida 
Elisabeth was now able to tell her more than enough about their 
dog, its talents and its misdeeds, so they had an animated chat 
and walked together as far as they were going the same 
way. 

Poor girl, she thought, when the other had gone — if she had 
gone up there to bre^ it off with her fiance and had then been 
captured, on finding him on a sick-bed. But perhaps it was the 
best thing for her — she seemed in a fair way to become an oddity, 
if she had been left there as an old maid. And it’s no use being 
afraid of life becaxise it may hurt 

She had met Toksvold once or twice by chance and he had given 
her a lift one day when she had to go to the bank and he happened 
to be driving in that direction. Next day he called on her in the 
evening : he was on a committee which had been formed to build 
some baths on the plot between the dairy and the savings bank. 
Ida Elisabeth lauglungly promised a subscription of ten crowns, 
and he sat and chatted for nearly an hour, and as he was goings 
he stopped outside the front door and talked to her about her 
garden. He had an idea that that strip of the old road in front 
of her door would just suit for a croquet lawn. Ida Elisabeth 
thought it was too narrow. He admitted that of course it was 
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narrow, but all the same He had an old croquet set lying 

in his attic- ‘‘ I’ll bring it one evening, if you like, and then we 
can see.” He evidently enjoyed having a chat with her. 

The boys had seized the opportunity to make off — ^it was past 
eleven before they chose to come in, and past twelve before she 
had them in bed. She sighed and shook her head with a laugh, 
when at last they had stopped their noise. It was summer any- 
how — one mustn’t be too strict 

She lighted the lamp in the work-room : she was anxious to 
finish the tussore silk dress she was making for herself by Sunday 
— ^when all at once Carl’s little form in light pyjamas appeared 
at the door. 

“ I say, mother — ^what did he really want — ^that Toksvold ? ” 
“ He wanted to rent a piece of ground from me for a croquet 
lawn,” Ida Elisabeth replied seriously. 

Oh bosh — don’t try and humbug us ! ” 

“ Well, you’ll see. They’re going to start a croquet club, he 
and some others, and they’ll come and play here in the garden.” 

The boy had come right up to her, stood looking at her with 
an expression ^e could not quite make out. — ^But she threw 
aside her sewing, took Carl in her arms and pressed him to her 

with a laugh. “ You little silly ! Go off to bed ” 

She went in with him, shook up his pillow and turned it, 
smoothed out the top sheet. Carl threw his arms round her 
neck and drew her roughly to him. “ Mother — ^I’m so fond of 
you ! ” 

Are you, my darling ? ” — ^she kissed him. “ That’s nice of 
you — ^but now lie down and go to sleep ” 

The following evening, as she was working in her garden, he 
came to the gate with a young lady and a man whom he intro- 
duced as Herr Berge, the engineer from the slate-quarry. Ida 
Elisabeth knew the lady slightly, she was Froken Sorli, the school- 
mistress. They wanted her to come over to Bjorkheim with 
them and dance. 

Ever so many thanks, but I don’t think I can. I can’t go 
off and leave the children alone in the house.” 

“ Those big boys — ^why, what difference can that make ? ” 

No, I really can’t.” 

There are the Hansens upstairs — ^if anything should happen. 

And then there’s the telephone ” 

They kept on for a while, trying to get her to come. It was 
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Herr Berge*s birthday and she should have champagne, Now 
don’t be so slow ! ” 

But Ida Elisabeth stuck to it and assured them it was im- 
possible, She gave the hero of the day a rose for his buttonhole 
and found a rosebud for Froken Sorli and another for the lawyer ; 
waved to them from the gate and hoped they would enjoy them- 
selves — 

She hadn’t even wanted to join them, she discovered with some 
surprise. 

Next evening she was standing at the window of the trying-on 
room arranging some fashion papers, when she heard the click 
of the garden gate. She had now got to know Toksvold’s way 
of swinging it to. 

He caught sight of her at the window and stopped outside. 
The old perennials growing against the wall of the house were 
like a spreading hedge between them, with the white and pink 
flowers of the columbines floating above, intensely bright in the 
evening shadows. 

Over the hedge of flowers he handed her a huge parcel in 
brown paper. 

‘‘ It’s those blue anemones I promised you once. I’m told 
by an expert that it doesn’t do to plant them while they’re in 
flower, so I didn’t bring them before ” 

“ But really that’s far too kind of you ” 

Ida Elisabeth undid the parcel. Inside were several layers of 
newspaper, and the last wet and crumpled sheet was full of mould 
that had sifted off the roots — ^raw, loose brown mould with pine- 
needles and moss among it — ^it brought before her 
they had driven through. The old leaves were brown as leather, 
but each root bore a tuft of this year’s leaves, soft as silk and 
brilliantly green with fine silver hairs at their edges, lying limply 
in the paper. With a little pang of sorrow she thought, ugh, 
I’m afraid they won’t thrive, I’m sure he ought not to have 
taken them up before the new leaves were more developed. 

I may as well put them in for you, while I’m here ” 

“ Thanks, but you really shan’t do that There’s no 

need ” 

Well, but suppose I do it all the same ? If you have any 
tools here ” 

When she came out he had hung his coat on the door- 
handle. 
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Where would you like to have them ? At home we had 
them round the flagstaff, but as you haven’t any flagstaff ” 

You told me that once before — she felt inclined to say that 
and laugh — ^and blushed, with a delicious little thrill. It would 
have established a kind of intimacy between them, and she 
wished she had dared — ^and she had imagined that flagstaff with 
a ring of blue anemones round it as vividly as if she had seen it 
— 2i part of his home 

— ^Instead she proposed that perhaps they ought to put them 
under the hedge of roses she had planted on the far side of the 
old piece of road : there they would get the sun at the time 
they were in flower and would be in shadow afterwards, when 
the leaves of the rose-bushes had grown. — ^And there she would 
be able to see them from the windows of the work-room. 

She brought a spade, a trowel, and a watering-can, and he 
set to work putting in the plants according to her instructions. 
Ida Elisabetib carried water and sprinkled each one as he 
finished. 

Did you have a pleasant time at the hotel, yesterday 
evening ? ” 

“ Oh, not enough to hurt. You didn’t miss much ” 

“ That was a pity. Poor Herr Berge — ^not to have a more 
cheerful birthday party ” 

^‘All the same I think you might as well have come. As 
you’re such a good dancer. It was rather mean of you, Fru 
jfe-aato ” 

She only laughed. It’s not so easy. It isn’t as if one was a 
free and independent person ” 

“ No, I see that, but ” 

It was a terrific quantity of anemones he had dug up. The 
^in had gcme below the gap in the hills to the north ; not a cloud 
was to be seen in the s%, which was pale and clear, shading to 
light yellow over the northern ridge. Some swallows were still 
darting in giddy curves high above the house and under the 
^ves to their twittering nests, but more and more of them had 
slipped in to rest. Tc^vold planted away as hard as he could, 
ai^ still there was a whole heap of roots in the paper. 

“ Have you thought of doing anything on Midsummer Eve ? ” 
he asked. 

She shook her head. “ As far as that goes I don’t know what 
folks do here on Midsummer Eve — ^beyond putting up leafy 
boughs. And Hansen does that here. Don’t you light mid- 
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summer bonfires in these parts ? ” She was reminded of the 
great bonfire on the mountain above Vettehaugen, and the water- 
fall and her father-in-Iaw^s fiddle to which the young people 
danced. 

Some of those whoVe been to continuation schools and the 
like have had a try — ^but strictly speaking we haven’t that custom 
here. But one can find something else to do. Go up to a 
hut and dance. It’s sure to be open up on Kallbakslia now. 
They have a big new house at the Svensrud saster, where ten 
or twelve of us could sleep. We should have to take a gramo- 
phone, and cream — ^we’d have to take ICari with us to make 
cream porridge — or perhaps you can ? Can you make cream 
porridge ? If it would amuse you — FU see about getting up a 
trip for Midsummer ! ” 

Something dark squeezed itself under the fence on the Viker 
side — Burrmn, the puppy. Noiselessly it dashed at Ida Elisa- 
beth, jumping up and squealing and wagging its tail and making 
little snaps at her hands — ^then it went off to bark at Toksvold. 
First Tryggve, then Carl climbed over the fence and plumped 
down into their mother’s garden. 

What in the world — ^what are you thinking of, coming home 
so late I Carl — you’ll be able to find things — ^the milk and butter 
are in the cellar, you know. And you’d better finish up the 
rissoles that were left from yesterday. But then you must be 
quick and get to bed. You see, I’ve got to get this finished 
to-night ” 

Carl inspected the plants that his mother and Toksvold had 
put in. 

There ! Now you must go in and havej^gmi-siippcr-^^ 
hurry off to bed ” 

Will you come in and say good night to us ? ” asked Carl, 
hesitating. 

‘‘ Yes, of course I will — ^no, Bunnan ! Carl — oh, do take this 
wretched beast in with you ! — ^Ugh, puppies and gardens,” — she 
laughed despairingly, “ Like dogs ? You may be sure, we’re 
as fond as we can be of the little rascal — ^but oh, what a lot of 
mischief he does,” and she began telling him of it. 

At last he had finished his planting, and then he had to go 
into the kitchen to wash. Ida Elisabeth went to get him a clean 
towel. 

‘‘ Come a little way along the road with me, Fru Braato ! It’s 
such a fine night, A little exercise will do you good ” 
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Very well. — Fll have to go in and say good night to the boys 
first.’^ 

At first they walked without saying anything. It must be late 
— getting on for midnight, as one heard no sound from the 
village and there were no lights anywhere. The road stretched 
before them pale and dusty in the twilight, which was clear 
enough to distinguish every object one passed, only the colours 
were absorbed by the dusk. 

It would be fine if we had rain now '' 

Yes, it^s extraordinary how dry it^s been — ^for so early in 
the summer ” 

From behind they heard the hum of a car approaching — ^the 
glare of its lamps flooded the road in front of them and lighted 
die dusty alder thickets on each side. He took her hand and 
drew her out of the road — on to a little dry slope where they 
stood with eyes closed for the cloud of dust that whirled after 
the car. 

Then he twined his fingers round hers, squeezed them and 
did not release her hand. On the little hill where they were 
standing were some little old timber houses — ^they belonged to the 
farm on the other side of the road ; from them came a warm 
smell of byre in the summer night. The meadows below the 
farm were light with the reflection from the river, but under 
the hill on this side water and forest were merged in one dense 
shadow. 

Ida Elisabeth held her breath in a kind of terror, for there 
was something new trying to force its way up within her — 
then he drew her with him back on to the road and walked on, 
but he still held her fingers entwined in his and did not let go. 
And as they walked his hand gave hers one short squeeze after 
another. It filled her with a languishing sense of happiness 
which made her incredulous — here was this man wanting her, 
and she felt that he wished her nothing but well. 

Suddenly he said, speaking rather low in the stillness : 

** But how is it you don^t get a hose to water the garden ? 
You could have one to screw on to the tap in the kitchen and 
bring it out through the passage 

But his voice had none of its usual sound, and she understood 
that he was only talking to persuade himself she would not notice 
his agitation. 

Then it would have to be a very long one ’’ she heard 
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her own voice, there was no ring in it — ^it made her think of a 
glass bowl that has been filled ; then it only gives a faint dead 
sound when you strike it. 

They gave up the attempt at chatting as if nothing had hap- 
pened — abandoned themselves to silence. 

The lights at the station showed far ahead — ^but what’s going 

to happen now, she thought ; I’ll have to go back ? They 

were just outside the house where she used to live ; there was 
a dim light behind the dark green blinds of the Norwegian- 
American. 

They were walking on the opposite side of the road, along 
the fir copse. The scent of pine-needles still floated out 
from the darkness of the wood and she caught the distant 
murmur of the little stream rolling the bright pebbles in its 
bed farther away. — Is that where we’re going ? she thought 
confusedly 

There was laughter on the road by the station — a group of 
people came towards them, talking loudly and laughing. ‘‘ I 
must go ” She drew her hand out of his. 

Oh no ? ” He put his arm round her — ^for an instant she 
felt herself held against him, between his arms, with his face 
above hers, and then he kissed her — ^first on the edge of her 
cheek, but then he found her lips in the*darkness and kissed 
her properly. 

She seemed to lose consciousness — short or long, she could 

not tell. “ Let go now ” she said in a low voice, and on 

feeling that she was free, she turned and began to walk, at a 
furious pace, back towards home. 

Is he following me ? She did not know whetheiL..she- 

wished it or was afraid he might — ^both,jieihapsr--iBlif^ 
stopped to get her breath, outside the little farm where they had 
stood before, she could hear nothing. She started to walk again 
— ^more slowly. In reality it was only five or six minutes’ walk 
from here to Viker 

With a feeling as of trying to get oneself awake — ^now I mzist 
get up — she tried to rouse herself out of this vague, unreal feel- 
ing in which she was borne along. Dear me, yes, he Idssed me 
— ^that’s not so very terrible. You’ve been kissed before now, 
Ida Elisabeth 

— ^But inwardly she knew it was not true. She had never 
been kissed before. Even if she was dimly aware that she had 
allowed someone before to do this or that — ^which she now 
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scarcely remembered^ — ^to her, and she had more or less taken 
part in it — ^nobody had kissed her 

God knows what he thinks of me ? But in reality that 

did not affect her a scrap. He thought neither one thing nor 
the other about her — ^it was something quite different, she knew 
that very well. 

Happiness, and all that has never come my way before 

Fhom habit she looked in on the boys, when she had made her 
own bed on the sofa. She arranged the children’s blankets, 
bent down and kissed them lightly on the cheek. — But it was as 
though she stood outside herself in a way, while she did it ; and 
when she looked into the kitchen to see if the boys had cleared 
up after them and remembered to put the milk and butter back 
in the cellar — ^all of which she did from habit — she herself seemed 
to take no part in it. 

Jn reality — ^in reality there was only herself, filled with diz2y 
rapture and freakishness — and all else that she sensed outside 
her, that she knew she would be forced to think of again, did 
not a>ncem her fwm 

The moment she opened her eyes next morning and remembered, 
die made up her miad to take the whole business lightly ; it 
was by no means certain that he had meant anything much by it 
all. She went through her morning work gaily and calmly — got 

Carl off to school, Tryggve out to play All the time she 

was possessed by the most intense conviction — ^he meant, O God, 
what a lot he meant ! 

Precisely at nine o’clock the telephone rang. 

“ Good morning ! This is Toksvold. Is that Fru Braato ? — 
may I call this evening? — there’s something I’d like to talk 
about ” 

He had avoided either familiarity or formality in his way of 
addressing her, she noticed. That made her smile so that she 
infected her sempstresses with her inward gaiety, and the girl 
from the sanatorium who tried on two summer frocks of artificial 
silk went off home in the best of spirits and perfectly certain that 
she would be quite irresistible in her new clothes. 

Ida Elisabetli went over to look at the anemones as she took 
out Tryggve’s lunch. Their leaves looked pretty limp, but they 
might very well pick up for all that 

The thought struck her — what was she to do with the boys 
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when he came this evening ? About half-past eight, he had said 
— ^she couIdn^t drive them off to bed at such an unchristian 
hour on a bright summer evening, Ida Elisabeth thought 
furiously — Shaving something on from which the children 
must be excluded was a situation that had not occurred 
before. 

They spent a good deal of time at Viker in the evenings, and 
they had playmates at a cottage a little farther south along 
the road. But they were in the habit of dashing back home 
at any moment — she had them running in and out all day 
long. 

Then she remembered it was a cinema evening at the young 
people’s hall. But they had never yet been to the pictures with- 
out her ; they were too small to go alone. The Hansens’ adopted 
daughter, that was an idea — Snefirid, who sometimes did merges 
for her ; she had invited her once or twice when she took her 
boys to the cinema. But the girl was about thirteen ; if she 
gave them the money Carl and Tiyggve could very well go 
with her. It lasted from a quarter past eight to a quarter past 
ten, and the children would certainly be about half an hour on 
the road 

Ida Elisabeth did her hair again and changed into the tussore 
frock. Then she went and put her own room straight — amoved 
some vases of wild flowers and grasses. 

Burman was tied up in the passage — ^poor diap, he couldn’t 
be taken to the cinema. And at last he began to bark at the 
approach of someone. 

Ida Elisabeth stood in the middle of the roonilaugiiingr-^ 
Tryggve Toksvold appeared at die^door,-'- 

Then he flung aw^_the^stfaw hat he held in his hand — ^it 
spun like a wheel through the air and landed on the divan, and 
the two were in each other’s arms, laughing. 

Well, you know, I’d actually gone and got a speech ready 
— ‘ I don’t know, Fru Braato, what construction you may 
have put on my conduct yesterday evening ’ — or maybe I’d 
thought of asking if I’d offended you, for that was not my 
intention ” 

They laughed so that they had to sit down on the sofa, and he 
took her hand and laid it on his knee. 

“ Well, but, Ida, what did you think of me for being so 
bold ?” 
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‘‘ Think of you ? Do you imagine I was stupid enough to do 
any such thing ? ” 

He looked at her, as though uncertain and at the same time 
rather offended. 

Well, to tell the truth I did think you had been thinking 
about me ” 

Yes, thinking about you ! IVe done nothing else/" 

“ You mean,’" he said thoughtfully, “ thinking about a person 
— ^is not the same thing as thinking something of him ? No, 
naturally."" He drew her to him and kissed her. “ Nat-ur-al-ly 
it’s not the same thing ! 

But you are a queer person, Ida ! "" 

Not a bit. I"m as ordinary as I can be.’" 

“ You ? Oh no, that’s too much to hope for, I’m afraid — 
that people like you should be ordinary. It would be a much 
better world if it was so.” 

She laughed quietly. “ If that’s meant for a compliment I 
must say it’s an uncommonly delicate one "" 

It isn’t a compliment. You should just know how I look 
up to you. — ^And what lovely hair you have — ^there’s something 
so soft about it ” 

Now don’t be angry if I ask you to go.” She had dreaded 
having to say this for the last twenty minutes at least. But now 
she was obliged to say it. “ The children will be here directly 
— ^and you understand, they might ask questions. I’m not in 
the mood for that — ^this evening at any rate.” 

His face grew serious. 

No ; perhaps not. — ^But walk a bit of the way with me 
anyhow 

She fetched the box with the little golden yellow straw hat 
that belonged to her dress, put it on with care in front of the 
glass. 

That yellow suits you so well, Ida — you. look like a young 
girl in it.” 

She smiled fieetingly at herself in the glass. As a matter of 
fact she must have known ah the time why she had such a fancy 
for getting something really charming and becoming to wear 
this summer — something altogether different from the neutral, 
business-like clothes she usudly wore. 

We’ll go along the south road, won’t we ? ” he said when 
they came to the gate. 
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She nodded* And when they turned into the first side-road, 
a farm track leading into the forest, she was all expectation. A 
cart was jolting and lumbering over the stones farther up the 
slope, but when it had passed them he took her hand and they 
walked shoulder against shoulder, happy to be so close to one 
another. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

IDUT, Ida, you must see about getting your divorce put 

11 in order/’ 

She was in his office one afternoon in July, sitting in his re- 
volving chair, with all her parcels piled on his desk. It gave 
her a real childish joy to see them l3dng there — ^as a token of 
their intimacy and solidarity. 

Tiyggve Toksvold sat on the window-ledge looking down 
at her. 

Do you hear, Ida ? I can’t make out why you haven’t done 
anything about it before. Don’t you know Aat you may be 
liable — ^in certain circumstances — ^to contribute to his support, 
so long as you’re not divorced ? ” 

H& family are not that sort, though. And with him it’s 
out of sight, out of mind — ^to such an extent that I wonder if he 
really believes any longer in our existence, mine and the chil- 
dren’s. As it’s so long since he saw us.” 

Oh, rubbish. The man can’t be quite abnormal. If he 
discovers one fine day that he still has a claim on you, you may 
take your oath you’ll hear from him.” 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head. 

“ I think you’re awfully quick to assume the worst of people, 
Tryggve. I suppose you must have come across a great many 
cases in your practice to show that when people lie, as a rule they 
believe Aemselves what they say, more or less. People who lie 
and are fully aware that they do so are much rarer. But it’s 
very much the same with those who seek their own advantage 
at other people’s cost — ^they generally manage to persuade them- 
selves that what they propose is merely what would be to the 
advantage of both parties. But that would be impossible here, 
you know, and therefore I’m certain they would never do what 
you think they might take into their heads.” 

He smiled sarcastically. 

‘‘ You underestimate folks’ rascality, my friend. At any rate 
— ^it may be that I’m too much of a countryman to draw such 
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jSne distinctions among all the shades of deception plus self- 
deception and deception minus self-deception. We’re in the 
habit of saying there are two sorts, honest folks and the others, 
and there’s an end ! ” 

That was the line he took, and it was rather absurd of her to 
be so discouraged every time she noticed it. But it made her 
feel sorry — ^not for anyone in particular, simply for everyone in 
general who was not exactly one thing or the other. 

“ I just can’t understand why you haven’t been more anxious 
to get your position cleared up.” 

‘‘ You know, as I’ve told you, it was my brother-in-law who 
arranged the separation. And when he died I didn’t feel in the 
mood to find another lawyer and give him the old story from 
beginning to end.” 

Toksvold frowned slightly. — ^It had surprised her to discover 
that apparently he knew quite a lot about Torvald Lander. Of 
course she too had had a suspicion that Torvald ’s affairs were 
pretty shady, and that no doubt he had put an end to himself. 
Did lawyers all over the country usually know all this kind of 
thing about one another ? she wondered. He had positively 
disliked her having had this man for a brother-in-law — ^though 
that was such ages ago ; she had told him that Constance died 
before she herself was grown up. 

“ You see, I didn’t think the question would ever become 
urgent for me. I looked upon it as Frithjof’s affair, as it was he 
who had formed another connection. As concerned myself I 
had but one idea, to be left in peace in some place where I could 
provide for my boys and myself. — ^For a time I even thought of 
changing my name. Not to Andst, for we are the only people 
of that name, and I didn’t want anyone who had known me in 
former days to discover what had become of me. But I thought 
of calling myself Fru C^lsen. Or Fru Aanstad, after the farm 
my father’s family came from.” 

“ Yes, poor dear. You’ve had a rotten time. And have been 
wonderfully plucky. But that’s just what makes it seem strange 
that you’ve let it slide like this.” 

I’ve had so much to do all the time, you know. At first to 
make both ends meet — ^to provide the needful from day to day. 
And afterwards, when I began to do pretty well, it was difficult 
to find time enough.” 

“ I know that.” He jumped down from the window-ledge, 
took off her hat and kissed her on the top of the head. But 
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now, thank God, there's going to be an end of that. — ^But you 
know Fm proud of you. — ^You see, perhaps it will hardly do for 
me to arrange this for you. But I can find someone. — It can 
all be settled pretty quickly. I confess I don't quite like it, so 
long as you're not free — ^legally, I mean.” 

He crossed the room and put on his overcoat. 

“ WonH you, all the same, when you've thought it over ? You 
might for instance come only as far as Fosli hotel — ^then we'd 
have supper together and I'd get you a car to take you back. 
You could be home again before twelve to-night, one at the 
latest.” 

“ You can guess I'd like to very much, Tryggve. But I 
can't.” 

The sun broke through as she was walking home, lighting up 
the rain-drops, which hung like sparks of purple fire in the 
spruce-trees. Along the edge of the road the shooting com 
was dulled and bent by the moisture, but farther off it glistened 
wherever the sun reached it. — ^It would have been lovely to 
drive with him up the valley — ^he said he thought this case of the 
common lands would take at least five or six days ; that would 
be a long time without seeing him. — ^And it was so fresh after 
the rain, the road dark and free from dust, with big patches of 
blue sky reflected in the puddles, and the shadows were 
lengthening in the warm yellow evening sunlight. 

Naturally people were busy about them already, she could 
tell that. And that she should be severely criticized was only 
what she had to expect ; there were not so many bachelors here, 
and Tryggve was very eligible, a good deal more so than she had 
any idea when she became engaged to him. However, those of 
his acquaintance whom she had met had been pleasant to her — 
the midsummer trip to the Svensrud saeter had been a success 
as far as that went. Although they were unlucky in the weather 
which was bitter and windy, so that they had to sit in all the 
evening, and next morning the snow was lying in the saeter 
paddock, so they had some snowballing before breaking up in 
the afternoon. But they had sat aroimd the fire, and they had 
danced, and the bank manager’s wife and Froken Svensrud had 
made cream porridge and waffles. — ^Kari Presttangen was not 
there. 

Tryggve and she had not had much of each other's company. 

But as in the ordinary way they were together eveiy single day 
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This must have been noticed even before that, for when she 
rang up Marte Bo to ask if she might send the boys up there on 
Midsummer Eve, as she was invited to join in a trip, Marte had 
laughed. YouVe going with Toksvold, aren't you ? " — “ Oh, 
you know that ? " 

They were playing croquet in the yard at Viker, she heard 
when she reached home. 

He had actually arrived post-haste with a brand-new croquet 
set one afternoon shortly after he had spoken about it, “ You 
said you had an old set stowed away in the attic ? " — “ Oh, did I 
say that ? " He had laughed. “ No, I had to buy this new 
one. You see, I had to have an excuse for coming to see you 
again so soon. And I couldn’t tell that things were going to 
develop so rapidly.” 

The old road, however, turned out to be much too narrow for a 
croquet lawn, and the boys were too small to understand the 
game properly. Tryggve had undertaken to teach them one 
afternoon, when he called while she was still at work. It was 
not a success, she could hear through the open window. Her 
Tryggve, little Tryggve that is, only wanted to fool about ; he 
ki(±ed the balls and flew after them and tore up the hoops. And 
Carl of course went about it clumsily, and the dog joined in the 
game — ^and big, grown-up Tryggve lost his patience and got 
angry because the children wouldn’t learn properly but only 
romped about. — Carl had now taken the set over to Viker, where 
it was mostly used by Kristian’s little girls. — 

When she entered the trying-on room Carl sat there drawing. 

But why aren’t you out in this fine weather, my boy ? ” 
She laid her hand on his shoulder and looked at what he was 
drawing. It was men as usual : one was standing at a reading- 
desk on which his fists rested. Another was shown in a back 
view, he had narrow shoulders and a huge posterior, with a long 
pointer he was indicating places on a wall map. Then there 
was one running and four others pursuing him with threatening 
gestures. Carl’s drawings were not like any other children’s 
that Ida Elisabeth had seen ; it was with evident intention that 
he always made the faces ugly, like caricatures ; but there was 
expression in them, and he had discovered a good deal about the 
foreshortening of running legs and gesticulating arms. There 
was something strangely alive, but malicious, in many of them 
— extraordinary, for Carl was the kindest little boy imaginable, 
and essentially so soft. 
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It had suddenly dawned on her lately — ^what if Carl really 
had talent ? One evening she had yielded to Toksvold^s request 
and shown him all the pictures she had drawn for Carl, which 
the boy had kept with his own drawing-books. She had done 
so, however, with a rather guilty conscience, as these drawings 
were really a secret between her and the child. Tryggve Toks- 
vold had been loud in his praises of her pictures, but she saw 
that he did not know much about it : if Aey represented such 
subjects as he liked, sunsets and flowers and children dancing 
and saeters and snow mountains, that was enough to make him 
think them altogether first-rate. But on that occasion she 
realized for the first time how good C^rEs drawings really were, 
in a curiously unamiable way — ^and it struck her that perhaps 
he possessed a talent which she ought to take seriously. 

She had earnestly begged Tryggve not to let it out to Carl 
that she had shown him the contents of the drawer where they 
kept these things. Ugh, she almost wished she had not shown 
them. Although, on recollecting Tryggve’s admiration, she 
did not wish diat either 

Ida Elisabeth sighed rather impatiently as she unpacked the 
bqy^s new white gymnastic shoes. 

“ Here I Put them on so that I can see if they fit. But then 
you miist remember what you promised, you’re to whiten them 
yourself — there’s the bottle you’re to use for them.” 

Thanks.” He came back, after putting on the shoes. You 
are kind, mother ! ” Rather shyly he took her hand and caressed 
it. 

"‘Well, well, my boy — ^now you’ve got what you asked for. 
Do you know where Buster is, by the way ? He ought to come 
in now ” 

I expect he’s with Leif — shall I go and fetch him in ? ” 

“ I may as well go with you.” Hand-in-hand with Carl she 
went out along the road to the south. Coming home she took 
Tryggve’s hand ; Carl walked on the other side of her, 

“ If you like I’ll make you ‘ kompises ’ this evening 

Bread and milk with butter and sugar in it had been called 
"" comrades ” by her mother when they were children. But one 
day when Tryggve was small he had said the right name for it 
was “ kompises,” not “ comrades.” After that it was always 
known as “ kompises ” in the family jargon. 

She made the boys undress while she boiled the milk. They 
always thought it was such a treat to be allowed to come into the 
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kitchen in pyjamas and have their supper ; it meant that they 
could stay up while she took an extra cup of tea and smoked a 
cigarette. 

This evening again Tryggve crawled up in her lap and pestered 
for one thing or another — ^he wanted so much to be given a pull 
at her cigarette— just one pull. ‘‘ No, stop it 

Through the evening stillness they heard the north-bound 
express thunder through the cutting under the ridge on the 
opposite side of the valley. 

‘‘ Kastem-kunstenSy kastens-kunstens^ that’s what the train says,’^ 
Tryggve interpreted, clinging closely to his mother in his enthu- 
siasm. “ And then when it goes over the bridge it says rdkhe-^ 
deUzkkede rakkedelakkedera. And just before it comes to the 
station it says pattypcmspvsscat-pattypawpmscat-pattypawpmscaU 
But the big goods train, that says grorgram, grorgram^ grorgram^* 
— ^he imitated its heavy lumbering noise. ‘‘Isn’t that right, 
mother ? ” 

“ Silly little thing ! ” She kissed him. “ You’re mother’s 
little Buster, aren’t you ? ” 

“ Why do you always call Tryggve that ? ” asked Carl with some 
disapproval. “ That was only when he was a baby 

“ No, but you must go to bed now ! In with you — then I’ll • 
come and read to you a little.” 

It was always Elisabeth Welhaven’s old Bergen stories they 
wanted to hear. She had come across the book again one day 
when she was rummaging in the drawers and had tried reading it 
to her children, because her father had read it aloud to her when 
she was a little girl. How much the boys xmderstood she did not 
know, but it amxised them immensely to hear her imitating the 
dialect, which to them was a foreign language. 

Carl was in fits of laughter with his face in the pillow, and in- 
fected his little brother so that he spun round and round in bed 
like a puppy chasing his tail. 

“ But nov) you must be quiet for to-night ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth did the small amount of washing up, pausing now 
and again to look out of the window into the summer night. 
The river shone faintly beyond the meadow. 

Perhaps it was not so very unnatural if the children were rather 
mystified at her having begun all at once to go out fairly often 
in the evening. They were not used to such things. 

It had never been her habit to fuss over them early and late ; 
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she had simply never had time to follow them about and herd 
them and pet them and take note of all they said and did and 
reflect about their characters to any great extent. Her mother- 
in-law had thought her good, but oh, how dry and matter of fact, 
and compared with Borghild Braato for instance, she did no 
doubt show a great lack of motherly sentiment. But the boys 
had always been accustomed to know where they could find her. 
In the work-room all day — if anything turned up, they had to 
be as brief about it as possible, but she taas there. And they had 
her evenings entirely at their disposal ; they played, Carl did his 
lessons, they had supper and went to bed ; but all the time they 
were running to and fro, and at any moment they would come to 
her for help or to ask some question or to hand over a button that 
had come off their clothes or to show her a bruise or a scratch 
that they suddenly remembered having got. 

But now there was a strange man who came nearly every day 
during their evening hours — to take her out or to stay here. It 
was not so strange that this bewildered them a little and dashed 
their spirits, and their manner was not very exuberant or gracious 
when Tryggve was present. 

No, she was none of the Braato breed, and she had never 
imagined that everybody must think her children so delightful. 
The main thing was that Tryggve thought and felt as she did 
in this particular : if a person has once gone in for breeding 
children, that person must stick to the task till the children are 
finished and turned out as successfully as one is able to make 
them . He knew what he was doing in wishing to marry a divorced 
wife who was providing for and bringing up two little boys un- 
aided. He had talked about it in a way that was almost too busi- 
ness-like to her feeling — though her whole nature apart from 
sentiment could but approve of his way of approaching the 
matter. If she gave up her independent livelihood to become his 
wife, it was a natural consequence that he would provide for her 
boys so that they did not lose by it, materially in any case. 
Trygve was not rich, but the position he oflFered her was well- 
to-do in comparison with what she had been used to. Certainly 
she had no sense of giving up hard work for idleness — ^as he said, 
she was about to take up a more responsible position — ^she knew 
very well that she was capable of accomplishing her share of the 
work and responsibility. Whatever the times might have in 
store— so long as there was a chance for active and efficient 
people to get on, he and she would do so. And if for instance 
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that forest he owned began to yield a profit again, he could at any 
rate promise his stepsons a good education, Carl, who was never 
at his ease among strangers and was slow at learning any subject 
for which he had not a special aptitude — ^it was impossible to say 
how much it might mean to that boy if a good and honourable 
and capable man like Tryggve Toksvold were willing to take the 
place of the father her children had never had. 

It was true that it had jarred her slightly to hear him talk in 
such a matter-of-fact way about the financial side of the affair. 
But probably this was because she herself had always been obliged 
to think of money and say nothing about it : none of the people 
with whom hitherto she had been closely associated had been so 
constituted as to give her a chance of discussing money matters 
with them, without running the risk of hearing so many unprac- 
tical wise saws and so much babyish good advice that she was in 
danger of losing patience and forgetting herself altogether. And 
the men had been worse than the women. So it was new for her 
to hear a man talk like this — ^he it was who had the initiative and 
it was her part to listen and give her assent. It was rather 
comical that to begin with she had felt this to be something 
strange 

And assuredly she was not so stupid nor so inexperienced as 
to think it improper to discuss money matters because they were 
wildly fond of each other. He did not overrate money if he was 
willing to marry her, whose only contribution to their joint estate 
was two children by another man. It is only idiots who suppose 
that any of the things that make life worth living can be bought for 
money, he said. It is equivalent to thinking that the whole 
pleasure of travelling consists in wearing out the seat of one’s 
trousers on the place for which one has bought a ticket. But 
it is a fact that one caimot travel without any money at all — even 
if one often gets most fun out of a journey when one is obliged 
to travel economically. But however fond two people may be 
of one another, it is madness to suppose it will turn out well if 
they marry and live the life of two bachelors each with an inde- 
pendent livelihood, merely living together and sleeping together, 
but unable to afford to keep a home and have children — or if one 
provides oneself with a child or two who have to be content with 
a “ part-time ” mother. 

At heart she entirely agreed with him. She had really thought 
at times, for instance when Doctor Sommervold died, that perhaps 
she would have acted more rightly towards her children if she had 
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snatched at his proposal of marriage. To be sure, she was in 
doubt to this day whether it was any more than a sudden impulse 
on his part. But if she had taken him at his word, she knew Lars 
Sommervold well enough to be sure that, even if he had been rather 
puzzled at the moment, he personally would have got something 
satisfactory out of their relations. Nevertheless, she had never 
had any regrets. Teie would always be to her the most delightful 
spot in the world and Lars Sommervold the only friend who had 
been able to help her in spite of knowing all there was to be known 
about her. But she could never have faced being married to him. 
If one has put oneself in the position of having to live with a man 
whom one objects to as a husband, it is certainly better to be on 
such terms as she was on with Frithjof — to have the right to be 
angry with the man, to have enough to contend with outside, and 
to be compelled to be continually on the look-out for dangers 
ahead. Wien it is one’s most sensitive nerves that are attad:ed 
— when one has earache or toothache, for instance — the pain feels 
worse if one is lying in a warm and comfortable bed ; it is already 
more bearable if one can get up and set about something. Marry- 
ing for the sake of an easy life, with a man whom one does not 
care for in iMt way, is no doubt the stupidest thing a woman can 
do — ^in any case it would have been the summit of stupidity for 
her. She had seen long ago that, if she had been able to put up 
with Frithjof as long as she did, it was simply because he had only 
been one thing among all the others she had to put up with. 

But even a really passionate love like that of Aslaug and Gunnar 
Vathnes — even that might turn out a misfortune, almost as stifling 
in the long run as a loveless marriage. And that simply because 
they could not get anything to marry on. They wore each other 
out, through never being able to enjoy each other in a perfectly 
natural way so that they were satisfied and could go cdmly on 
side by side till of its own accord the warm wind blew on tibem 
once more. So they lived everlastingly at half-cock, the one 
could never leave the other in peace, neither having the courage 
to admit that this insatiable excitation was only an unsatisfied 
rmnant from last time, and it got worse and worse as they 
became worn out and felt like broken springs with no resilience 
left. — Of course they were not married — ^but a wedding ceremony 
surely makes no difference, so long as a couple cannot accept it 
as an initiation to something more than this sterile and futureless 
relationship between two only 

It was perfectly true that she believed herself to have realized, 
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even before she met Tryggve Toksvold, that what she had been 
through was nothing to shriek about. It had appeared to her as 
something like what one experiences when walking in a storm. 
So long as one is out in the open country, where the wind has 
full force and one has to crawl forward against the driving snow, 
the feeling only lies smouldering deep within, but no sooner does 
one reach shelter than it leaps out into the mind : it is simply joy 
of living, just as the vital warmth is repressed and exists only as 
the hidden motive power deep down in the body, so long as one 
is struggling along the hardest bit of the road, but breaks into 
heat in face and limbs as soon as one is in shelter. — Some perish 
on the way, of course. She had come through — ^she had nothing 
to whine about. 

But now she had made the acquaintance of an entirely different 
kind of joy in life. Precisely, made its acquaintancey for it was 
something quite new that she had met with, intensely different 
from the old joy which used to well up as it were from the depths 
within herself, draw nourishment from her own forces and from 
what she herself had to win for it. — Oh, my beloved ! 

This was so imlike the old feeling — ^as the sun-drenched summer 
air when it bakes the sides of the valley, warming earth and stones 
and penetrating to every leaf and blade of grass, is unlike the 
lonely little fire within a man’s bqdy which he himself must feed 
as long as he lives and which goes out when he dies. Probably 
she had never seriously believed that there is such a thing as a 
happiness that merely flows from one person to another — they 
need do nothing, it is enough that they are together.— No doubt 
she had seen that people can help each other and do each other 
a great deal of good — but then they must be active all the time, 
must do their share without ceasing. Happiness in love — ^Ida 
Elisabeth laughed quietly at the thought — ^no doubt she had imag- 
ined it as a kind of picnic to which each of the parties brought his 
own provisions and then they exchanged. There was something 
in that too, of course — they had to contribute something of their 
own, if they were to be happy together. But all the same it began 
by their having made each other happy without making any effort 
to that end. Tryggve said the same. 

Well, no, I don’t believe I thought I was in love with you, 
when I first got to know you last year,” he said quite seriously. 
“ It was morey in a way, at the very beginning. I came to like 
the whole world better. It didn’t shock me or revolt me so 
much to see that people were stupid and mean. Since I knew 
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there were also many good and courageous and sensible people 
in existence. Many absolutely white people, in spite of all. 
You see, I had always known that there were such people. But 
you mustn’t imagine that on making your acquaintance I merely 
thought : here is another of those who make life decent. When 
you came they were an overwhelming majority. When I bowed 
to you going through the village it was as though I had taken my 
hat oflF to humanity.— Well, I suppose that’s what it really means 
to Icm, It’s a silly word to apply to decent people in general, 
but for once in a way it’s no exaggeration — So we may say that 
I loved you already all last winter — ^and that was why I took so 
much trouble to get to know you better. Got you to come for 
that trip at Whitsun, and so on. You see, I had to find an oppor- 
tunity to fall in love with you 

But then she thought, this was exactly how it had happened 
with her. She too had acquired a new kind of confidence in 
life from the day she met him, and she had fallen in love with him 
when she already loved him. 

But if their love were that^ confidence, then it must indeed be 
invincible. In her idea, the little everyday troubles might worry 
and disturb them, when they were together — ^but in reality they 
could not affect their love, since it consisted above all in their 
having provided each other with a new and better climate, simply 
through having met. Naturally they must get rid as well as 
they could of all such disturbing factors — ^and no doubt these 
would turn up from time to time as long as they lived — ^but all 
that was merely transitory 

Of course she guessed that the boys might get on his nerves at 
times. She would never forget his expression as he carried Carl 
in that day. So full of tenderness and sympathy and desire to 
help that it made her think of pictures of guardian angels and 
madonnas and everything of that sort. That was how a man 
like Tryggve Toksvold would show himself in the presence of a 
little child who had met with an accident. It was quite another 
thing to have to show patience with a pair of active and not 
invariably attractive youngsters, whose presence was not always 
desirable at the moment. They were not particularly well- 
behaved ; unfortunately she saw that better than anyone, when 
a stranger was present. They were allowed as a matter of course 
to romp rather unceremoniously in the company of people whom 
they saw every day — ^but practically speaking they had never seen 
any others ; it was new to them for a stranger to call, so that they 
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must please control themselves a little. And they didn’t like it. 
C^rl actually demonstrated against it — ^for instance by appearing 
more imgainly than usual at table if Tryggve Toksvold was dining 
with them, by making impertinent remarks and rudely empty- 
ing half the sugar-bowl, by licking his fingers instead of using 
his napkin. But we never get napkins unless he’s here,” he 
grumbled one day, when she made a remark about it. That 
made her angry in her turn : ‘‘ Well, if you’d rather wear your 
bib as usual, you can.” She ought not to have said it ; she 
could see that the boy was frightfully hurt. Carl wa^ jealous of 
this man who claimed so much of their mother’s attention — there 
was no getting away from that. 

Little Tryggve, little Buster she had started calling him again 
— ^it was such a bother with two Tryggves. Though from the very 
beginning it had been one of the tlungs about Tofevold which had 
strengthened her feeling that he opened the door for her to a new 
and happier phase of her life — ^that his name was Tryggve. She 
had attached superstitious notions to that name when she decided 
that her last child should be called Tryggve, if she succeeded in 
saving herself and her children. Perhaps she had actually taken 
it as a good omen when she heard that the man who carried home 
Carl after an accident like that which had killed his little sister 
bore this very name. As to her little Tryggve, he didn’t care a 
hang whether she called him Tryggve or Buster or Sausagemeat. 
But she noticed that Carl didn’t like it. 

And Buster, poor little chap, was fearfully given to fibbing and 
bragging. She made fim of him when he tried that sort of thing 
with her, but she had never taken it very seriously. All little 
children tell lies. The only thing to do was to call him to order, 
till he saw for himself that it was a habit he must get out of as he 
had got out of wetting his breeches. When he had occasionally 
brought her a trustworthy message, she gave him to understand 
that now he was getting a big boy. 

But Tryggve regarded it as a serious moral blemish in the child. 
It made things no better when one day she let him look through 
an old photograph album which she had been given as a confirma- 
tion present. Among the rest it contained a portrait of Frithjof 
as a boy of ten ; he was taken together with Heijulf and Else. 
She had done this with intention : now that she and Toksvold 
were constantly seen together and people were no doubt discussing 
whether they were to be married, she assumed that all the gossip 
there had been about her when she first came to the village would 
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be revived. Probably Tryggve was aware of the hints then 
dropped that her husband was not the father of her youngest 
child. — And sure enough, when Toksvold saw the portrait he 
made the remark she was expecting : 

It’s extraordinary what a likeness there is between that 
youngest boy of yours and his father ! ” 

“ Oh, do you think so ? Well, you know, in a way it’s the 
family type. But really the little lad’s much more like the younger 

Braatos — an aunt of his named Merete — she’s dead now 

And then she told him something of Little Merete’s history. 

But afterwards she noticed that Tryggve seemed to suspect 
little Buster of being somewhat untrustworthy by nature. That 
he had a tendency that way was so far true enough. But surely 
something must depend on the home in which such a boy grew 
up, whether with a couple of visionaries who left ever5rthing to 
chance, or with sober-minded people who kept things in order 
and were not in the habit of throwing dust in their own 
eyes. 

It was an unfortunate thing that Trygve constantly gave the 
boys money, tdiling them they could go to the shop and buy 
gocKiies. — To get them out of the way for a while — ^and the boys 
guessed that to be the reason. They went reluctantly — ^but still 
they went ; they were so little used to having money, and sweets 
they hardly ever got. She always made something good for 
Sunday’s dinner — ^mamma’s English apple pie or Aunt Mathilde’s 
gingerbread — telling the boys she could not afford to give them 
both, and how they would miss the good smell of cake on Sunday 
morning — ^it wouldn’t be Sunday at home at all without it. — 
But now they were always crunching chocolate or sucking sugar- 
stidks — the most disgusting sight she knew — with an injured air, 
and in Carl’s case often with a look in his eyes, of uncertainty or 
whatever she was to call it, but it hurt her whenever she saw it. 

She would have to tell Tryggve one day — that he mustn’t do 
this. 

Of course he only meant well by it. And they must be together. 
And she had no other leisure than the short evening hours. But 
she felt a litde ache in her heart as they sat together in her room 
and she was sure that Carl was lying awake and in low spirits. 
He was not asleep, only pretending, she could see when she looked 
into the boys’ room before wallong part of the way back with 
Tryggve. 

“ Do you think it’s good for that big boy,” asked Toksvold 
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as they walked, to run in and out of his room after he's gone 
to bed — ^watching him as if he was a little child ? " 

** No,” she said tamely. “ I dare say I do too much of it ” 

But it had never been so before — she had never had a feeling that 
she was fussing over her children, if she did look in on them 
now and again in the course of her evening work. And indeed she 
had not done that even — ^for she had to pass through the boys' 
room in going to and from the kitchen. 

In a way they were freer where he lived. He had a couple of 
rooms at Bjorkheim Hotel — that was where he had lodged all 
the time. But only in a way — ^for there they were always under 
observation. Magda Bjorkheim for instance was a charming girl 
but a terrible one to talk. And of course she had herself had a 
fancy for Tryggve — ^though that was not much to worry about ; 
Magda was always in love with such a lot of men, and just at 
the moment she seemed to be engaged to one at the telegraph 
office. 

But when they were married all this would be dilferent. To 
a great extent it was only a question of time and space. In the 
villa which Tryggve owned by the station they would have plenty 
of room to turn round — ^he had given notice to his tenants on the 
floors above and below. When she had the whole day at her 
disposal she must surely be able to manage both Tryggve and the 
boys. — It was a good thing the children were so smdl — otherwise 
it might have been difficult for them and their stepfather to get 
used to each other. 
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E ver since the first days of their engagement Toksvold had 
talked about their driving over one Sunday to visit his sister, 
Ingvild Brekke. 

He was very fond of her, Ida Elisabeth could see, and it was 
probably her fate more than anything else that had turned him 
so much against irresponsible men. It was this sister and her 
husband who had taken over the farm of Toksvold when the 
eldest brother died unmarried a few years after their father. But 
Torstein Brekke launched out far too freely — ^it was while the 
boom was on — and then he plunged into dissipation to an in- 
ordinate extent ; in the course of five or six years he had run 
through all they possessed, and then they had to give up the 
farm. Then came a few years during which he tried one thing 
after another in the Opiand towns, but he was drinking harder 
and harder, and finally he bolted vdth the wife of a veterinary 
surgeon. Ingvild was left vdth four children and not a red cent. 
The family arranged the separation and helped her to start a 
boarding-house. It was quite a success — ^she was brave and 
capable and worked as hard as she could, but then she was happy 
in her children, who were talented and good. The eldest boy 
was at college, and then there was a big girl who was going to a 
training school for the hotel indxistry when she had passed out 
of the grammar school. — ^But then this husband turned up again, 
absolutely down and out. And the end of it was that Ingvild 
took him back into favour. He stayed with her about a year, 
looking after the stoves and doing odd jobs about the place — 
and practically ruined his wife’s business. She still had boarders 
and customers for meals, but they were not the sort she had had 
before ; decent people who had stayed with her for years gave 
notice, the scandal was more than they could bear ; school- 
children were sent to her no more, and there were constant diffi- 
culties with her cookery pupils — ^Ingvild had always taken five 
or six girls who were learning housekeeping. If he’s to stay 
here mother will have to shut up shop, unless she wants to keep 
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a regular brothel,” Elling, the eldest boy, had said, when Toks- 
vold was there last year. And Marit, his sister, said she wouldn^t 
stand it any longer — she would leave the grammar-school and 
go to Oslo, take a place there, anything she could get. 

There had then been a sort of clear up ; the man no longer 
lived with Ingvild, but he was about the place and was given 
food and money and worried her and the children. Toksvold 
had little faith in her ever being able to get rid of this beast of 
hers ; she could not face letting him go under. She had been 
desperately fond of him once and had married him in the face 
of her parents’ strong opposition to the match. 

Ida Elisabeth was not looking forward very keenly to the trip. 
For one thing she did not expect Fru Brekke to be wild with 
delight at her brother’s approaching marriage, to a divorced 
woman into the bargain — that would be unreasonable, even if it 
were not the fact that Tiyggve paid for the schooling of the two 
eldest children and had helped her in other ways, to a considerable 
extent, of late years. 

It was Toksvold who proposed that the boys should come with 
them — then they would get the long drive, and Ingvild Brekke ’s 
yoimgest boy was about the same age as Carl. 

The sky was restlessly bright, full of sunshine and cloud, on 
the August morning when they were to go. There had been 
some showers during the night, but Toksvold thought they would 
have fine weather. And when he said to Carl that they would 
have to take Burman, it was a shame to leave the poor puppy 
alone in the house all day and he would be sure to raise a fearful 
noise and make messes too — ^the boys were in radiant humour 
as they drove off. 

Ida Elisabeth sat in front with Toksvold, but she was rather 
nervous about having the boys alone in the back of the car. The 
dog was a fairly restless companion, he kept jumping up and 
standing with his fore-paws against the top of the door — ^suppos- 
ing it were to open and one of them fall out. But Toksvold 
laughed rather impatiently at her anxiety : “ They’ve got to learn 
to look after themselves some day — ^use their brains a little.” 

That was true of course. She was reminded of something 
that happened during the summer ; she was out driving with 
him, and all at once he had asked : ‘‘ Don’t you want to drive ? 
I think you ought to learn.” She had replied no, so curtly — 
rudely, it had probably sounded — ^that he had looked at her in 
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astonishment. Then she said : I lost a little girl — our eldest 
— she was run over and died.” After a moment he had said, 
and his voice was infinitely tender and gentle : My poor Ida. 
Then it must have been far worse for you than I had any sus- 
picion, when we brought in Carl.” She could only nod at the 
moment. But presentiy she managed to say : I thought it 
would be the death of me. But when it turned out that the boy 
was not in any danger after all, it seemed to me that you had 
brought me a pardon, when I had been condemned to death.” 

Afterwards he had asked her whether perhaps she disliked 
motoring altogether ? When you’re driving I don’t think about 
it. But I should never dare to drive myself — I should be terrified 
the whole time of running over somebody ” 

But the next day he had suddenly returned to it. Fancy 
your never having said anything about it to me. About your 
having had a little girl.” But there were a great many things 
she had never told him. 

He had told her all sorts of things about himself. The idiotic 
affair of his engagement, as he call^ it. That was in his student 
days in Oslo — z. girl met at the boarding-house where he lived. 
It was just after the summer holidays, he was the only male in 
the place who was not ancient — ^and he was ass enough to believe 
she cared for kirn in particular, because she appeared to be taken 
up with him, gave him such frightfully earnest glances when 
they were chatting together and altogether laid herself out to be 
agreeable. So they got engaged — ^she made no difficulty about 
that. But by degrees, as she got to know more people in town 
and a few more men came to live in the boarding-house — well, 
then he was so damned slow to realize that she cared neither 
more nor less about him than about any other tolerably passable 
male person. She wanted to flirt with them all, with him too 
she only meant to have a little flirtation — ^it was he who had 
misunderstood the situation and would not admit that he had 
done so, but insisted on keeping up the engagement at all costs. 
— Oh yes, she was an excellent person ; she married a few years 
feter, md by all accounts she had bdiaved splendidly to her 
husband in exceedingly difficult circumstances. No doubt it 
was her nature to go trough a weathercock period at the age 
when he made her acquaintance, and the foolishness was entirely 
on his side. But it had hurt abominably — ^he was in love with 

the girl, and of course in love with himself too, at that age 

Naturally there might have been other things which Tryggve 
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had not told her, but she knew that this was because they were 
things which meant nothing to him in comparison with her — 
things which had not penetrated beneath his skin. But all that 
she could not tell Tryggve was of such a nature as had contri- 
buted to the formation of her character and to determining how 
her life was to shape itself. 

Fru Brekke’s boarding-house was a long, low, red-brick build- 
ing of two stories. Viewed from outside the place was not very 
attractive — ^the street in which it was situated was as ugly as any 
street in a small town could be, with neglected wooden houses 
and mean brick buildings and unpainted wooden fences and 
sagging gates all higgledy-piggledy on the slope of a hill, where 
the road was full of holes and puddles with humps of the road 
metal sticking up. But then they entered a big courtyard, with 
borders of bright summer flowers everywhere along the walls, 
and flowering creepers trained over some ruinous outhouses. 

Tryggve’s sister came out to meet them on the steps ; she 
greeted Ida Elisabeth in a very friendly way, but with some 
reserve. She resembled her brother — ^she had the same low, 
broad, smooth forehead with the soft, handsome curve over the 
arches of the brow, and her eyes behind the substantial steel 
spectacles were clear and grey-blue like his. Her short hair was 
curly and much streaked with grey, quite white at the temples, 
but one could see that it had been light brown. Her face was 
thin, so that the cheek-bones stood out and the cheeks were 
fallen in, the chin was narrow, as though she had lost a good 
many teeth ; it gave the delicate, thin-lipped mouth a peculiarly 
mekncholy, but resolute look. But her figure was corpulent, 
as is often the case with women whose work consists in standing 
over a kitchen range, and she was tall — ^noticeably taller than her 
brother, and he was no small man. Ida Elisabeth thought her 
appeai'ance very sympathetic — not that she expected the other 
to feel any immediate sympathy for her. 

Fru Brekke had the coffee-table ready for them in her private 
sitting-room — ^it was quite a cosy little room casually furnished 
with faded and worn things, old crocheted antimacassars on the 
backs of the chairs and new embroidered sofa cushions with tulips 
and jazz patterns in glaring colours — ^they looked like presents 
and gave the room a homely look, in spite of their frightful ugli- 
ness. The window stood open, but for all that Ida Elisabeth 
could tell by the atmosphere of the room that someone slept 
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here at night. Perhaps Fru Brekke herself remarked it, for she 
said something about its being a good thing they had had rain — 
the dust had been so bad that &ey could scarcely open a window. 

Ida Elisabeth was given a seat on an old birch-wood sofa 
covered in faded yellow-flowered plush — she could not help think- 
ing how charming that sofa could be made if it were suitably 
upholstered again, in horsehair or linsey-woolsey • she and 
Tiyggve had tdked a good deal about tlie furniture they would 
buy. But hardly had she seated herself when she had to get up 
again to greet the four children who came in. 

They were uncommonly pretty, the little girls, Mark and Signe 
— quite strikingly so. And the youngest boy, Borger, the one 
who was a few months younger than Carl — ^Ida Elisabeth felt a 
pang at her heart on seeing diat he was a good head taller than 
her boy, slight and well built, with a skin as brown and rosy as 
crab apples. For an instant a shadow of mingled sweetness and 
pain passed over her mind — would she too one day have strong 
and handsome children like these, hers and Tryggve^s, around 
her — and would the two whom she had loved and worked for 
so long be thrown quite into the shade ? 

It continued to lurk within her as a profound discouragement 
— ^now that she saw Tryggve with his own people she felt so 
clearly that they were a different kind of person. It was hard 
to say in what this consisted : this Ingvild and Tryggve had also 
been tom out of the surroundings in which they had grown up, 
just as much as she had. Tryggve too had had to shift for him- 
self since he was quite young : what he ought to have inherited 
from his parents had to be left in the farm, and when Brekke 
went smash, that went too. Ingvild's life had not been very 
unlike her own ; she too had kept a home for her children as 
one holds a trench, forced back upon a little room behind those 
in which she worked and received strangers ; she too had been 
obliged to lead her private life and her life with the children as 
it were in the margin of the life she had to carry on in order to 
provide for them ; Ingvild Brekke too had had to take the place 
of the man, since she had made a wrong choice and had bound 

herself to one who was no good But, good Lord, how 

different she felt them to be-- — 

She felt this disparity as though it were something purely 
physical, right in to her bare bones — ^all her bones were thin and 
long, her skull narrow with thin and hollowed temples and a 
slight lower jaw with a long, almost rectangular chin. These 
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Toksvolds had foreheads to press on with, shoulders that could 
bear a good load, but there was something angular about their 
handsome heads with the strong crisping hair which had such 
a bright gleam of gold in its brown. Their grey-blue eyes were 
not &rd, far from it, but even when they looked their mildest 
they could avoid seeing what they did not wish to see, and there 
was a dash of bigotry in their narrow, finely drawn lips. There 
was something obstinate in their nature — ^she herself had had 
obstinacy enough in hers, but it had not sufficed to set her free 
from seeing more than she wished to see, when she would have 
preferred to judge blindly and without xmderstanding. 

But at the same time she felt quite painfully the longing to 
belong to him entirely. That he might take her and be one with 
her — ^until then she was not safe from all the shadows she felt 
to be floating in the space between them. A terribly coarse 
expression of her father^s suddenly occurred to her memory, but 
the grossness had gone out of it, as it were ; all it meant now 
was a union so close and firm that no dividing breath could 
penetrate between two human beings who must not separate again. 

Well, I suppose you know ICari’s here ? ’’ asked Fru Brekke. 
There was a strange caution in the way she said it. 

«No ?” 

“ Yes, she came yesterday midday. Just after you had tele- 
phoned. I believe she’s going on by the six-o’clock train to-day. 
To Oslo. She’s taken a place there. As assistant,” 

“ You don’t say so ! ” Tryggve put down his pipe and sat 
looking at his sister. Perhaps she’s to be locum tenens ? ” he 
asked cautiously. 

“ It sounds as if she meant to stay there for the winter,” replied 
Ingvild Brekke non-committally. 

That’s the strangest thing I’ve heard ” 

Kari Presttangen’s wedding was to have been in October ; she 
had gone home directly after midsummer to arrange about her 
trousseau and so on and to hand over her practice to another 
dentist, a male one this time. 

Toksvold seemed to be pondering both deep and long. 

Well, she can’t have broken it off with Sigurd, can she ? ” 
he asked in a low voice. 

Ingvild Brekke threw a rapid glance over her spectacles at the 
stranger. “ That’s what it looks like,” she said curtly, below 
her breath. 

‘‘ Well, I never heard anything like it ” 
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I dare say she found she didn’t care enough for him,” said 
Ingvild as before, ‘‘ And in that case perhaps it’s best ” 

** It’s the worst I’ve heard,” repeated her brother, 

“ WeU, you’re going to meet her at dinner.” 

He didn’t look as if the idea roused his enthusiasm. 

The children came stumbling up the steps and burst into the 
room — ^they had disappeared while colfee was being drunk with- 
out anyone taking much notice of it. Breathlessly they all 
shouted at once that Burman had run away ! They were down 
at the wood-shed looking at a canoe that Borger was building 
himself, and they had tied the dog up outside the wall of the 
shed and then another dog had come and Burman had broken 
loose and run off with the other dog, and Carl hadn’t managed 
to catch him again 

After a lot of cross-questions, and after scolding Carl and 
Borger and Signe veiy Aoroughly, Ttyggve Toksvold declared 
that they must go out and see that they found the dog — ^he might 
get caught in something and strangle himself, running like that 
with the lead after him : “ Yc«i’d better come too, Ida — ^he’s 
more Bkely to come if you call him.” 

Outside the ^te the children ran off in different directions — 
Carl was crying as he trotted after Borger, but the two Brekkes 
ware evidently in high spirits and tremendously busy. 

Toksvold and Ida Elisabeth wandered up one street after 
another. Never had she seen a town that looked so unattractive. 
They crossed great desert-like squares surrounded by ugly low 
houses — ^there was a curiously crippled look about the buildings 
here — ^went through broad, ill-kept streets with houses high and 
low and wooden fences and brick walls all huddled together so 
that the line of buildings looked like a rotten set of teeth — ^and 
all at once at the end of a street they came on a view of Lake 
Mjosa grey and green in sxmshine and shadow under the restless 
open autumn sky. 

And of course it was not very amusing to wander about here 
searching for a runaway dog, Tryggve could not resist making 
a few remarks — ^and it was true enough that Burman was sadly 
wanting m good manners and that was a pity, for he was an un- 
commonly good specimen of his breed, and Ida Elisabeth her- 
self had regretted it many a time ; she knew very well how the 
dog ought to have been brought up, but as she hadn’t had time 
to look after him and he was always in the hands of a pair of 
litde boys And they didn’t see a sign of the brute 
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But she knew very well it was not that. That was responsible 
for their ill-humour and having nothing to say to each other — 
beyond animadversions on the dog and suggestions as to what 
could have become of him. 

And Carl would be in despair, and Tryggve annoyed, if they 

had to drive back this evening without having found Burman 

— ^and then they met him coming round a corner, pulling at 
the strap of which Signe Brekke held the other end. Her face 
was flushed and her curls were falling into her eyes — eager and 
radiant she told them all about it, as she joined the two. Till 
she handed the lead to Ida Elisabeth, swept her hair back and 

took a deep breath : she would have to run and find the boys 

Ida Elisabeth watched her go — ^she was about twelve, long- 
le^ed and shapely, and there was something altogether charm- 
ing and powerful about her youthfiil figure bounding along. And 

there was nothing to make one feel so disheartetied 

‘‘ Well, you’ll have to give him a thrashing for this when we 
get home,” said Toksvold, referring to the dog. 

“ Yes.” Poor little beast, he doesn’t get a chance of running 

loose all the summer. But Burman chased sheep 

They had come in sight of the red-brick walls of the boarding- 
house when ICari Presttangen came striding towards them. 
Ida Elisabeth knew her at once by her walk, but at the same 
time noticed a change in her : she appeared to much better 
advantage 

She was slighter and not so loose-jointed — in a black tailor- 
made ; there was now an elegance about the tall girl, which was 
her own and unlike that of anyone else. She had on a little black 
straw hat with the brim bent up high in front ; for a change it 
sat on her hair — ^something like a coal-black tiara above her fair, 
boldly cut face. Her manner was very quiet and calm as she 
greeted them — and then they had the dog to talk about. 

Ingvild Brekke showed Ida Elisabeth into an empty guest- 
room, if she would like to tidy herself before dinner. 

She took down her hair, ran the comb through it and looked 
at herself in the glass as she did so. She had grown much prettier 
again this last year, it was as though her face had awakened. 
Her hair too — ^it was thicker and seemed to have more vitality ; 
it had recovered its bright silvery lustre and its long waves no 
longer himg so limply — Ida Elisabeth shook her hair so that it 
fell in ringlets on each side of her face. 

At that moment Kari Presttangen appeared at the door, stopped 
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and mumbled an excuse — she had not knocked. Then she drew 
nearer, so that Ida Elisabeth saw her eyes behind her own face 
in the glass. 

‘‘ Do you know, Fru Braato — I believe it would suit you 
awfully well to wear your hair half-long in the way that's fashion- 
able now With your long, fine neck and all — ^if you let it 

hang loose on the shoulders ” 

It was just what she herself had been thinking. As she began 
to twine her hair into the knot at the back she smiled at the girl 
behind her : 

I can't wear it that way, you see — it would be so in the way, 
when I have to bend down all day long cutting out and tr3dng 


“ No. But — ^when you give up dressmaking ! Then you’ll 
be able to pay more attention to your own taste and so on ! ” 

There was the strangest expression in the eyes behind her in 
the glass — a kind of staring crystal-clear wonder. Again Ida 
Elisabeth was reminded of the shy mare they had had at Valler- 
viken. 

I'm not going to lead an idle life though, you may be sure. 
That style of hairdressing doesn't do for people who have a good 
deal to see to." 

No. I dare say you're right." The other turned away and 
disappeared from the glass. Ida Elisabeth heard her pouring 
water to wash her hands. 

She finished doing her hair, but involuntarily closed her eyes 
once or twice as she did so. — In reality she had known it all the 
time. It was Tryggve Kari wanted — she must have wanted him 
for ever so long. And Kari had probably seen how things were 
going, almost before they knew it themselves. That was why 
she had accepted the other man, as a trial — ^but found it wouldn't 
do after all. What she had been through this summer had 
changed her. And whatever the result might be, Ida Elisabeth 
was aware of something which touched her : Kari wished no 
one ill, even if she saw that she herself had lost. She was no 
doubt one of those people who perhaps are not much good at 
fighting, they are too nervous or passionate for that, but who 
can take a beating, because they never allow themselves to 
complain. 

“ I've been thinking about it too," said Kari Presttangen from 
the washstand. “ I think I'll have my hair cut off when I get 

to Oslo. It’s such a weight ” 
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And Ida Elisabeth had a notion that this strange girl had had 
some secret intention in wearing the golden crown of plaits which 
she now wished to be rid of. 

Oh no, don’t do that, Froken Presttangen. It would be a 
pity ” No sooner had she said it than she had an uncom- 

fortable feeling — ^as though the words were ominous of she knew 
not what. 

The atmosphere at the dinner-table was rather depressed than 
otherwise, and it was not much livelier when they moved back 
to the private room. They had coffee — and all at once Ida 
Elisabeth felt a kind of spiritual heartburn — ^whenever something 
had upset her she had always had to take coffee with somebody. 
Tryggve disappeared into the drawing-room — ^there were some 
people there he knew. And he stayed away till it was time to 
drive Kari Presttangen to the train. Ingvild too wanted to see 
her cousin off to the station. Ida Elisabeth was left alone with 
some worn and crumpled copies of illustrated weeklies. She 
looked through them with repugnance ; they reminded her of 
doctors’ and dentists’ waiting-rooms. 

Relief came when Carl and Borger tumbled in ; the Tryggve 
child toddled after, a fairly played-out little creature. Strange 
enough, but it seemed the two boys of the same age got on grandly 
togeAer. Borger hinted that he would have liked very much 
to be going with them — ^he had never been so far on the 
road 

If your mother gives you leave, proposed Ida Elisabeth, 
‘‘ we can give you a bed. I’m sure your uncle will think it fun 
to have you. And a big boy like you can go home alone by 
train ” 

Borger’s spirits had an enlivening effect on the whole party, 
when the others returned from the station. It would soon be 
time for the rest of them to start for home, and the interval of 
waiting was mainly occupied in getting Borger ready for the 
journey — ^for Ida Elisabeth suggested that he might as well stay 
for the week that remained of his holidays. Bo3i Tryggve and 
his sister were evidently pleased at her inviting Borger. 

The weather looked doubtful as they were leaving — ^it was quite 
thick to the northward — ^so Toksvold thought it as well to put 
up the hood at once, in spite of the boys’ protests. Burman was 
fetched from the wood-shed, Ingvild Brekke gave her son some 
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final admonitions, and Ida Elisabeth thanked her once more for 
her hospitality. Then they drove off. So that was over ! 

The two sat side by side hardly exchanging a word — ^nor had 
they gone more than seven or eight miles before they ran into 
showers ; the rain poured down the windscreen and drove in 
on them. “ Did you ever see such filthy weather ! I hope you 
won^t catch cold, Ida ’’ 

No, but I wonder how they’re getting on behind. Keep 
yourselves well covered up, boys ! ” 

It was nice of you to think of that — ^asking Borger to stay. 
Ii^vild was very pleased about it.” 

‘‘ But, dear me — ^as you must know, it’ll be a pleasure to have 
him.” 

The rain stopped as they came farther up the valley. The 
sky was now gorgeous with the setting sun ; shining and burn- 
ing in every shade of gold under the tattered dark blue and 
cinder-brown clouds. When the sun had gone down behind the 
mountains they turned to copper and purple, and little shreds 
of cloud float^ across the clearing dqr, gleaming in rose-pink 
till they melted away in the blue-green vault, where the stars 
were beginning to l^p out. Ida Elisabeth sat watching the river 
as it reflected the red glories of heaven — ^but it had turned fright- 
fully cold. 

The three boys had slipped half off the seat and lay asleep in 
a lump like a litter of puppies, when they reached Viker. It was 
fairly dark already — ^in her little front garden the big clusters of 
phlox were bright and fragrant in the cold, rain-soaked air. The 
sky was clear now, only a few belated rags of dark cloud floated 
low in the pale green air above the ridge, as Ida Elisabeth piloted 
the sleepy and shivering boys into the house. 

She had a good deal to attend to ; there was the children’s 
supper, and she had to get out clean sheets and remake 
Tryggve’s bed for the visitor. The little boy would have to 
sleep with her on the divan these nights — ^fortunately it was 
gtx)d and wide. 

She had got them all off to bed and was just beginning to undress, 
when the dog sat up and barked. There was a knock at her 
window — ^it was Tryggve outside in the garden. ‘‘ Come out 
for a bit,” he asked her, as she opened a crack. But put on 
plenty of things — ^it’s horribly cold.’^ 

Ida Elisabeth wound about her a big white woollen shawl and 
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stole through the boys’ room and the kitchen and out through 
the little back door into the garden. 

Her friend stood to receive her as she jumped to avoid tread- 
ing on the rotten steps. And he continued to hold her fast in 
a lovely long embrace. 

It was quite dark now and bright with stars — only in the north 
a pale white border lingered on the horizon. It was cold and 
wet under the old apple-trees. 

“ Tired ? ” He kissed her on the mouth a lot of times. But 
when he let go, it was as though he would have forgotten some- 
thing, but saw it was no use 

** Certainly it was no great success,” he said in a low voice. 

Our trip, I mean.” 

“ 0-oh.” She stopped to free the fringe of her shawl which 
had got caught in a bush. One or two things did turn up — 
outside the programme ” 

“ O Ida ! ” He caught her in his arms again, pressed her to 
him. ‘‘ God, how I wish I could sleep with you to-night,” he 
whispered in her ear. “ Don’t you wish that too — ^that I could 
have stayed with you to-night ? ” 

With her hands flat against his shoulder-blades as though she 
were feeling under his clothes she pressed against him, nodding 
her head against his breast, so that he must feel it in the dark. 
— ^Had I been a young girl I might have said yes. Then I might 
have told you how I was longing — ^how often I have longed for 
you 

One of his hands came groping imder her shawl, slipped into 
the opening of her dress, till it lay upon one of her breasts — 
cold and fern. 

0 my Ida ! ” 

She clung more closely to him, so that his hand pressed hard 
and bony against the soft flesh. Ugh, you shan’t feel that my 
breast isn’t firm and young. — Oh, would I had been young when 
I met you 

1 love you,” she murmured, wdth her head leaning on him ; 

you must know how I love you, Tryggve 

One doesn’t have four children without being marked by it. — 

Do you think I haven’t grieved over it, shuddered at it ? 

I wanted so much to be beautiful for your sake — young and 
buoyant and unworn. One doesn’t escape from all I’ve been 
through without being marked by it. Oh, I wish I could forget 
such a lot of things I know. There’s such a lot of things I would 
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have liked to believe — about life and all that — ^but I cannot, it’s 
only a pretence. There^s so much that one would be happier 
for not xmderstanding 

‘‘ Tell me if you feel cold,” he whispered. “ Do you want 
to go in ? ” 

“ No, no. I’d like you to stay a little longer 

Oh, why didn’t I meet you before ? Fifteen years ago. 
Though it would have been too late even then. Both too late 
and too soon. For then I had already let Frithjof spoil me, 
and I had not yet done anything to make me feel I had redeemed 
myself. For one doesn’t get over an affair like that xmtil one 
feels one has worked one’s own redemption. For now, you 
see, now I know well enough that you can use me. But 
it’s wearing, a journey like that, deep down into the ashes 
and up again. I’m a worn woman, now that you get me at 
last — ^and you are the only one who should have had me 
always 

‘‘ All the rest doesn’t matter, does it, Ida ? It’s nothing com- 
pared with our being fond of each other ? ” 

“No. No. No.” 

But she felt a kind of rage — why should it happen to me^ 
when so many others are allowed to spend their girlhood in 
peace ? They must have the same restlessness within them, 
they must be rebellious and impatient to tear to pieces all that 
is stirring and smouldering within oneself, they must long to 
find out what there is in the visions that loom before one. But 
they are looked after and kept from committing follies, and some- 
body sees that they don’t yield to the temptation to throw them- 
selves away. Till they are grown up and the tempest subsides 
— then they are a new thing, as a beach gleams fresh and new 
on the first fine morning after the storm has passed. — There 
was no one to look after me ; there was no one who could prevent 
Frithjof or keep him away from me 

Naked Lady, that was the name of a flower she chanced to 
remember. It was Torvald Lander who had shown it to her, 
telling her what it was called — she had never forgotten it, though 
she was only a little girl at the time, but Torvald had said it with 
such a nasty smile. It was like a crocus, a very light blue, and 
it raised its calyx upon a bare white stem straight up out of the 
black earth — no doubt that was why it was so called, for it had 
no leaves round it. It was a pretty name — and it was beastly 
to laugh at it. 
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Slowly they wandered down among the apple-trees, leaning 
closely on one another. 

“ You mustn’t think I don’t understand,” he said quietly- He 
still kept his hand on her breast, but it lay quiet now, only the 
finger-tips moved in tiny caresses. That you can’t — ^I don’t 
want them to have any food for gossip at the hotel, for instance. 
I’ve never asked you to stay late up in my room, have I, Ida ? 

“ — Not but what it was a good old country custom in many 
places ” — ^he gave a little laugh — for engaged couples to be 
together in that way. But that was in the days when it was 
more of a disgrace to break off than it is nowadays to treat one’s 
home and one’s children as naughty boys treat a magpie’s nest. 
So that in those days an engagement was like a honeymoon. 
Petting month, as the Swedes ^1 it. There was no wedding 
trip or an 5 rthing of that sort for country folks, you see. When 
the wedding was over it meant bearing the yoke together as long 
as they lived. It’s not the way now, even in the country, for 

folks who call themselves folks to stick it Though even I 

can remember the first case of anyone getting a divorce at home 
in my parish. And he was one of those the old fogeys of last 
century called liberal-minded. But damn me if I’m old enough 
to be that 

They had reached the fence at the bottom of the garden. Be- 
fore them the faintly lighted field merged into the black night 
which swallowed up everything. Away on the other side of the 
valley gleamed a solitary speck of light, making the darkness yet 
deeper, but above them the whole sky flickered with great stars 
in a swarm of star-dust. 

“ That about Kari,” he muttered, with some heat. “ I don’t 
like it.” 

Instinctively she took his hand away from her breast. Her 
heart began to throb — though there was no definite thought in 
her mind. 

At any rate, she needn’t have made a fool of him like that. 
First accepting, and then refusing him a few months later. — ^I 
don’t understand her preferring to flutter about in this unsettled 
state instead of getting married and helping Sigurd to keep Galby 
in the family 

Ida Elisabeth did not know what she could say. She did not 
even know whether he had guessed how it was with Kari. And 
she had a queer feeling as if Kari had confided something to her 
which made it treachery to discuss her with this man. 
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“ When it was decided that I was to study law,” he said, “ both 
my brothers were alive — nobody could have any idea of what 
would happen to Elling or that Lauris would take it into his head 
to go to Australia. But, you know, if I had guessed that Torstein 
Brekke was going to make such a mess of things, IM have tried 
at all events to hit upon some arrangement to prevent the farm 
going out of the family. For it’s a bad thing that one after 
another of the farms that have been in the same family for ever 
so many generations should be constantly changing hands.” 

Ida Elisabeth said hesitatingly : 

‘‘ But if she doesn’t care enough for this man There 

must at least be a kind of fellow-feeling, Tryggve, if she’s to 
think it worth while. For Galby anyhow is not her ancestral 
farm.” 

“ Of course, I don’t expect you to understand it.” There was 
a little cocksure ring in his voice which made her smile in the 
dark. “ I don’t suppose it’s the same in your part of the world.” 
What do you know about it ? she thought, recalling the one 
occasion when she had been with her father to Aanstad. It was 
in a terribly dirty state, and the old people who had it, cousins 
of her grandfather, had an odd submissive air, and one of every 
generation had had to seek his fortune away from the farm. But 
for as far back as they had any record there had always been one 
of the family who toiled for a living on that bit of land between 
a sheer precipice and the grey sea. 

“ It’s not that I imagine farmers to be better than other people. 
But at any rate it ought to be easier for them to remember that 
all the things on which life depends must take their time to sprout 
and grow and ripen. Children and trees and corn and beasts. 
It’s not much use trying to increase the pace there. You can 
do that with factory products. And they can be dispensed with, 
nearly all of them. I’m not saying anything about folks being 
unwilling to do without a lot of them, I shouldn’t want them to 
do that either. But if we were forced to do without them. That 
which takes its time to come to maturity, that is the indispensable. 
Pace and records and that kind of thing, all I say is that it’s 
amusing. But if all the wheels that hum and buzz and race 
about the earth came to a standstill — we could still carry on. 
But if the seasons stopped their usual course, that would be the 
end ! ” 

They had turned and were strolling slowly back towards the 
house. From her two kitchen windows a golden light fell on 
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the nearest apple-trees and was drowned in the darkness of their 
foliage. 

And folks who have lived on an old farm from the day they 
were bom to the day of their death and been put to work there 
by others who have lived their whole life on the farm before 

them For it isn’t only that when a farm has once come 

into the market and changed hands over and over again, it’s 
nearly always misused and reduced in value. But in a firmly 
rooted family every member of it knows, whether he thinks about 
it or not, that there have been days before these days, and times 
have often been hard, and flourishing times have always come 
round ; but good times never last long, and bad times come to 
an end some day 

You mean, you wish you had taken over Toksvold after your 
brother ? ” 

“ It’s no use wishing that now. You know, the way I’d been 
brought up — they’d spent so much on my education that they 
wanted some return for their money, I knew that was how my 
father argued. And I was placed with old Bjornstad, the brother 
of my aunt’s husband. And Ingvild had that boy of hers, Elling, 
When it was too late, — But all the same I will say this : Kari 
is a woman, and I think it’s foolish of her, just for the sake of 
her education, to refuse to marry into Galby when she might — 
if you had seen the farm you would understand that there is a 
task entailing both honour and responsibility. For a woman who 
wants to accomplish something in this world I for one can’t 
imagine anything greater.” 

Perhaps all she thinks is that she is not the one to occupy 
that place,” said Ida Elisabeth quietly. If she’s not fond 
enough of the man 

F^ond of, fond of He held her more closely to him 

with the arm that was roimd her waist. It doesn’t depend on 
that alone — not even with you and me, Ida. If it were not that 
we know our wishes are the same, in everything that matters. 
That we love one another, that is good for that is happiness 
— ^but it is a rare thing, the kind of happiness that one receives 
as a gift. Indeed, a red-hot love may just as well mean some- 
thing quite different. Ingvild loved that fellow of hers beyond 
all bounds. He was in love with her too for that matter, for a 
time in any case. No, if one can’t get both things, I believe it’s 
better for most people to marry one they can rely on and whose 
aims they can share.” 
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“ That’s asking a good deal of one who is still young like ICarL 
And good-looking too. Asking her to resign herself now — ^rather 
than wait to see if the future may bring — well, all sorts of things.” 
The moment she had said it she had a vague sense of fear — why 

should I say that, what did I mean ? “ Oh no, I’m cold — 

I think I must go in now, Tryggve 

Yes, poor dear. It’s late too.” He paused for a moment. 

But what’s to become of the world ? ” he asked, and his voice 
sounded to her so strangely confiding. “ If nobody cares for 
the happiness that one hi to work out as it were, by a kind of 
mining ?— Well, you and I ought not to be talking like this now. 
But you have said youiself, Ida — you were often happy, though 
in a different way, all the years when you had as much as you 

could do to make both ends meet 

She drew his head down to hers, forehead against forehead. 
“ Oh yes. Oh yes. But you ought to know how difficult it 
was many a time ! And the happiness that one receives as a gift 
— oh no, Tryggve, I could never say to another now^ that she 
must please stop waiting for thaty but be content with Ae happi- 
ness one can quarry out like a miner ! ” 

Heavens, how you’re trembling ! I’m afraid it was selfish 

of me to ^k you to come out, it’s so cold to-night 

No, no. I was glad you did, but 

“ I’ll go now He kissed her again and again. 

She laid her hands on his shoidders ; 

“ You’re not to say it either, Tryggve. That others can be 

content to work for their happiness. When you and I ? ” 

He laughed doubtfully between the kisses : 

“ No. I don’t suppose I ought. My Ida ! ” 

He helped her in by the little back door — she had to step on 
some stones that had slipped half out of the foundation wil. — 
It hasn’t been a good day, she thought, with a shrinking at the 
heart, as she stood alone in her kitchen, stiff with cold in her 
damp shawl. 

Carl and the visitor were asleep as she passed through the boys’ 
room. It gave her a disproportionate sense of relief to see Borger 
lying there, as though the boy were a sort of pledge that his 
world and hers might harmonize after all. What a pretty boy 

he was, Borger. — Very like Tryggve 

In the sitting-room lay her little Tryggve — right across the 
sofa, breathing quietly and healthily. He was hot and red in 
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the cheeks after the drive, his golden hair was matted and tousled 
in the gleam of the night-lamp. One might search far to find 
a prettier child. But he was of a different kind — ^more luxuriant, 
but without natural firmness. The visitor in the next room 
looked, even when asleep, as though he would always go straight 
ahead through life, he had that in him. Her boy here would 
have to be taught^ she did not quite know what — to hold himself 
erect, not to crawl and sneak by crooked ways, even if he were 

compelled to work to windward 

The moment she lay down beside him he wriggled against her 
in his sleep, and then he curled up, warm and soft and puffing 
like a young animal cuddling up to its dam. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


T RYGGVE TOKSVOLD wanted to take Ida Elisabeth on a 
trip to Oslo. She had not been there since she passed 
through the town the year she came from the West country. 

“ You don’t mean to say you haven’t been in a theatre for 
six years ? ” 

“ No.” Ida Elisabeth laughed. “ There are many people, 
Tiyggve, who have to put up with that.” 

But all the same — ^nowadays when the distance is nothing to 
speak of ” 

I had another use for my money, man — ^and I couldn’t leave 
my children either, unnecessarily like that.” 

“ That was almost too much of a good thing. One must be 
allowed to think a Utile of oneself, too.” So he decided it — 
they would make a trip there in the autumn and have a good 
time. Make some purchases too. It’s about time you made a 
little pleasure trip too.” 

He planned this visit to town so that Ida Elisabeth had a lump 
in her throat when she was alone and recalled the expression 
of his face as he talked of it. She could scarcely believe it — 
that here was one who looked forward like a child, in sheer 
delight without the slightest reservation, to treating her to a 
really first-class time. 

It was diflScult for her, placed as she was between her lover 
and her boys. Tryggve was fond of children ; he said so, and 
he spoke the truth, she had seen that during the week they 
had Borger with them. He went to the cinema with the boys, 
he had taken them all for a trip in the mountains — ^they drove 
off on Saturday after office hours and stayed till Sunday evening, 
and they had made a bonfire and gathered cloudberries and 
fished. Borger had brought fishing-tackle with him, and so 
Tryggve presented Carl with a really fine fishing-rod and was 
going to teach the boy — ^he had taken the two little fellows with 
him some evenings along Vaadola. Ugh, but that sort of thing 
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was not at all in Carl’s line. It went fairly well as long as Borger 
was here ; Carl was excited at the new experience of having a 
friend of his own age on a visit, and he was inclined to worship 
Borger. But he was by no means willing to let himself be trained 
by a grown-up, who was his mother’s friend over the heads of 
the children. Ida Elisabeth looked forward with some dread to 
the winter, when Tryggve Toksvold would realize his intention 
of making open-air beings of her boys. 

As it was, they were full of a spirit of opposition to this man 
who was to be their stepfather — they must have understood that, 
if they had not heard people talk about it. And as she saw how 
much Tryggve failed to understand, Ida Elisabeth gradually be- 
came aware how far her own treatment of the children had been 
guided by unconscious understanding. Carl was by nature a 
stay-at-home. True, he was ready to help her in the garden 
or to run errands for her or take the dog for a turn or hang about 
the outhouses at Viker. But as for going out purely for fun 
or for taking exercise — ^no power on earth could make Carl do 
that, least of all Tryggve Toksvold. If Carl had nothing definite 
to take him out, he only wanted to sit over his drawing and 
reading, and he was as cross as a bear if he was not allowed 
to do so. 

And it was impossible to do anything with little Buster, if 
one took him too seriously. It was no earthly use being grave 
and strict when he came out with his fables — that only frightened 
him, and then he grew assertive and invented a whole string of 
fresh yams and lies to back up his first stories. But when she 
laughed and affected not to see that he meant her to believe a 
word of all he had dished up — ^when, on the contrary, they 
agreed that he was only rattling off a rigmarole that he had in- 
vented for fun — ^why, then the boy spoke the truth and gave 
her the story as straight as he could, if it was important that 
she should take what he said seriously. And it was the same 
with everything else — ^whether he was to join in a game of cards 
or pick berries and peas for her or kick about a football with 
the boys at Viker — ^if he only wanted to play monkey tricks the 
thing to do was to ignore him, say that now we big folks are 
going to do this or Aat, so we can’t be bothered with a little 
baby boy who only wants to play. But Tryggve lectured him 
seriously — a boy who wants to be anything of a man doesn’t 
play tricks, doesn’t brag, mustn’t be such a scatterbrain. 

“ You know, Ida,” he said seriously, “ that my wishes about 
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the boys are no different from your own. I want them to grow 
into decent men. So you and I are agreed as to the things we 
wish them to respect. And I assume that you trust me, when 
I have given you my word to treat your children in every way 
as if they were my own sons.^^ 

That was true enough. But it makes all the difference in the 
world whether children learn a thing of a mother of whom they 
know, consciously or not, that eveiything she does and is and 
lives has their welfare and happiness for its ultimate object. 
Or whether they learn the same thing of a stranger who has 
definite opinions as to how they ought to be brought up — even 
if the children understand in a way that he means well by them 
and thinks of their good, amongst all the other things he thinks of. 

And it could be no use his trying to treat them as his own 
sons. He behaved to Borger in a way that was natural to him 
with any boy he was fond of, and Borger’s whole being responded 
as it were to that of the man. Tryggve was fond of children, 
but only as he was fond of people in general — ^in the case of 
folks whom he liked or understood or respected he was the best 
of friends, staimch and considerate, cautious and delicate in help- 
ing, happy in making sacrifices. Sacrifices, by the way, was a 
word he detested, and he certainly had no feeling that he was 
sacrificing himself, even when he made what people call great 
sacrifices in order to serve one with whom he was in sympathy. 
And he did not do it for others. 

Perhaps in reality there were not so many people who are fond 
of children whatever they may be like. Ida Elisabeth had alwa}^ 
thought it sounded rather schoolmistressy — ^sort of Borghild 
Braato-ish, when anyone claimed to be that. Children differ 
among themselves just as much as grown-up people, and those 
who see children as they are cannot possibly like all children, 
any more than they can like the whole of mankind. — ^Decent 
people make certain allowances for all children, because they 
are children — can’t get on by themselves, can’t defend them- 
selves, and often don’t understand. But unless one believes one- 
self boimd to love all mankind for some mystic or religious 
reason, one certainly has no cause to love all children either, 
that is, if one really knows something of children. 

Tryggve Toksvold was held up time after time, so that it was 
October before he and Ida Elisabeth could leave for their visit 
to Oslo. But it was brilliant autumn weather the day they 
drove off — ^bright and clear under a blue sky streaked with white, 
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the trees were still thick with red and yellow leaves, but their 
tops looked thin, and under them the ground was pale with 
fallen leaves ; little golden yellow birch-leaves lay strewed about 
the green paddock, where the cows were grazing. 

His youngest sister lived in Oslo, married to a journalist named 
Mosgaard. He had been connected with a local paper in their 
parts when Anne Toksvold made his acquaintance. Now he 
was editor of a trade journal and on the staff of a daily, and his 
wife had something to do with the children’s page of a Saturday 
edition — ^they had no children. 

I was always much fonder of Ingvild than of Anne. Anne 
always understood so well how to get what she wanted. And 
father spoilt her all he could. It meant a thrashing on the spot 
if Lauris or I did but point at Anne.” 

They were asked to dinner there one of the first days they 
were in town. The Mosgaards lived a deuce of a way out along 
Drammens-vei, beyond Stabekk. Their villa lay in a side road 
— a little salmon-coloured house in the modem style at the top 
of a little garden which sloped steeply to the road and was laid 
out entirely in stone steps and big stones with cushions of frosty 
grey rock plants among them. There was not a bush high 
enough for a self-respecting cat to hide behind. 

However, Anne and Frits Mosgaard received them very 
pleasantly. She bore a likeness to her brother and sister, but 
with her close-cropped, glossy and well-kept hair, her plucked 
eyebrows and reddened lips, she had adopted another style. She 
had a charmingly slim figure and was chic from head to foot. 
In a way it was reassuring to Ida Elisabeth to meet one of the 
family who had been able to change her skin — ^so it appeared. 
But she liked Ingvild Brekke with her untidy grey-streaked hair 
and her steel spectacles and her cook’s figure — ^and her politely 
expectant attitude towards an unknown quantity whom her 
brother presumably thought of marrying — ^better than this charm- 
ing and animated young woman who received her so cordially 
and proposed to be on sisterly terms as soon as her husband had 
filled the glasses and welcomed them to the table. 

They had a comfortable home too in a way. One comer of 
the drawing-room was all window, and there were no windows 
in the other walls. There were chairs so low that one almost 
had to lie in them, little tables that broke up into a whole system 
of shelves, huge globular flower-vases holding but a single flower, 
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and two delightful Scotch terriers — ^Pen and Ink were their 
names. 

The Mosgaards were going out in the evening, so the visit 
was not too protracted. And they were engaged the whole of 
the following week, so nothing could be done about fixing an 
evening for going out with Toksvold and Ida Elisabeth, But 
they must be sure and come here again on Anne^s birthday, in 
a week’s time, when they were expecting some people to 
dance. 

It^s been a pleasure to meet you, Ida, and make your 
acquaintance.” Anne Mosgaard shook her hand vigorously. 

‘‘ Well, you’ll be seeing E[ari, won’t you ? ” she said to her 
brother. Then you might ask her from me — ^you’re going to 
invite Matthisen after all, aren’t you, Frits ? — you might ask 
her to come here on my birthday. I haven’t had time to have 
her out here yet. Though, as she’s really so much older than 

I am, I don’t really see that I need All the same, perhaps 

it’ll be better if I ring her up and ask her myself — otherwise 

she might take it into her head to be offended Do you 

know where she lives ? — yes, of course you do ” 

It’ll be nice for Ingvild, won’t it, when you have a home of 
your own, then you can invite each other’s children to stay in 
the holidays,” mimicked Toksvold ; he had taken Ida Elisabeth 
back to her hotel after they left the Mosgaards*. ‘‘ Not damned 
likely she^d ever invite the children. Ajine’s never thought of 
anyone but herself. — ^Pleasant ? Oh yes, she’s that, I imagine 
it would be worse for herself if she wasn’t ! ” 

He came across and kissed her : 

I suppose I must go ? You’re going to change Put on 

that red dress of yours this evening — ^it suits you so well.” 

It was charming and becoming, thought Jda Elisabeth, as she 
got out the dress Tryggve called red — ^it was plum-coloured, 
but rather on the red side, in a kind of artificial silk. But if 
they should go out to the Mosgaards’ for Anne’s birthday, she 
would treat herself to a really elegant gown. She was not at 
all inclined to look the country cousin in that house. 

Ida Elisabeth persuaded herself after the event that she had 
had the first premonition of her past lying in ambush, ready 
to spring out on her, the moment she saw those chairs again. 

Toksvold and she were to meet outside the Theatre Cafe 
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and have a rather late dinner — ^they had each had engagements 
all the morning. He was walking up and down when she arrived ; 

** If you’re not feeling too ravenous, IVe seen some furniture 
in an old curiosity shop close by that Fm sure you will like. 
Six baroque chairs and two arm-chairs, uncommonly handsome. 
Shall we slip round and take a look at them before we go up 
and dine ? ” 

It was not many steps to the shop. Two of the chairs were 
on view in the window. She was certain it was those, the 
moment she saw the covers — canvas embroidery, green and red 
dominating, with touches of yellow and violet — ^parrots and tulips. 

Quite correct, the shopman was able to tell them that they 
came from a country house in the West. Sold by order of the 
executors. He asked a huge price for them, but it was 
scarcely unreasonable. 

Afterwards, as they sat at dinner, she told Tiyggve something 
about Teie and Doctor Sommervold. 

But, then, wouldn’t you like to have those chairs ? ” he asked. 

If you’re keen on them I’ll buy them.” 

“ I don’t quite know ” she said, hesitating. 

It's a hell of a price, but no doubt one could beat him down 
a bit. And one only gets married once ” 

She did not think she really wanted them. She had a feeling 
that it might be a bad omen. 

The day they were to go to Anne Mosgaard’s evening party Ida 
Elisabeth had spent an enjoyable forenoon. 

She went early in the day to one of the big stores and intro- 
duce herself — she had been a customer there all these years. 
The head of a department and a manageress took charge of her 
cordially and conducted her to the department for orders and 
models. Three mannequins of different types were set going 
and paraded one ravishing gown after another for her benefit, 
and she examined them closely, went into the question of material 
and cut and niceties of taste and smartness and talked shop — 
hour after hour. 

Then she betook herself to one of the fitting-rooms with Fru 
Wilde, the manageress, and attendant spirits hovered to and 
fro, fetching and carrying, while she tried on. A corselet — ^the 
price to her was forty crowns — ^positively transformed her figure ; 
fine and firm, with a girl’s purity of outline, she stood letting 
Fru Wilde slip on one evening frock after another, each more 
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lovely than the last. Till they burst into raptures — ^it was a 
gown of lemon-green crepe Ranee — she had thought it would 
be too tight for her, but it was not, it fitted so exactly that not 
a stitch required to be altered ; she had not imagined it could 
suit her — on the tall dark mannequin it had looked marvellous 
— but it did not make her appear wan, it really did suit her — 
quite brilliantly. It was sleeveless, with a simple belt of gold 
scales, the skirt was trimmed with a lot of narrow flounces, so 
that it fell about her in a kind of light profusion — and an enchant- 
ing little bridge coat went with it — ^it was a positive vision, as 
she turned and twisted among the many mirrors in the fitting- 
room. It seemed to be no time since her mother and she and 
Connie had ransacked the most fashionable shops and kept the 
assistants busy filling up the fitting-rooms, while they spent hours 
choosing and rejecting among the finest and most original models. 
Without troubling about the price 

But Fru Wilde came and gave her the closest price for the 
lemon-green — ^it was simply a gift. She found stockings to go 
with it — ^shoes, well, they would have to be pale gilt, it would 
be impossible to match the colour 

Ida Elisabeth looked at herself again and again in the glass 
— ^it seemed incredible that this was herself. Or was this the 
charming Ida Elisabeth Andst ? And it was — ^but then it was 
like looking back on a bewitched existence when she recalled 
Fru Braato of Berfjord, in golf jacket and long dark apron, yellow 
and drawn in the face, thin as a rake except just when she was 
shapeless and expecting her confinement — or Fru Braato the 
dressmaker, neat but unassuming. — She too had sloughed her 
skin, she was yoimg again, and charming, really charming — ^so 
that's how I actually look ! 

Tryggve Toksvold was dining with some business friends, so 
she went and got something to eat at a small restaurant in the 
centre of the town ; meanwhile her thoughts dwelt with delight 
on the purchases she had made. The necklace Tryggve had 
given her, of polished amber beads mounted in old-fashioned 
gold filigree, would go splendidly with her dress. Ida Elisabeth 
felt perfectly happy for the moment. 

From the restaurant she went to the hairdresser's. She had 
seen there was one close to the shop where the chairs from Teie 
were on view. 

She had had her hair washed and was sitting well wrapped 
in white towels before the big mirror, while a woman dried 
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her hair with the electric hot-air apparatus. Then it was that 
it dawned on her there was something familiar about the girl 
in the white apron who was engaged in waving the hair of the 
lady in the next chair. It was — yes, indeed it was Jamgerd 
Braato, her former sister-in-law. Ida Elisabeth had not seen 
her since she was quite grown up. She was greatly changed, 
with a huge mop of golden yellow permanent-waved hair round 
her big, rather coarse face, and her features were improved with 
thin dark eyebrow streaks and sealing-wax red lips, etcetera. 
But there could scarcely be a doubt it was Jeja. Next moment 
the other had recognized her ; they nodded to each other. 

It turned out that Jeja was to do her hair. 

“ This is a surprise, I must say ! ” She snapped the curling- 
tongs and jingled them down on the little heater. Fancy your 
being in town ! But perhaps youVe here pretty often ? You^re 
getting on so splendidly where you are now, IVe been told 

“ And so you’ve come to Oslo ? How are you — ^and how are 
they all getting on at your home ? ” 

‘‘ Oh, not very well, as you may imagine. Well, you know 
Herjulf’s come home ? ” 

“ No, has he ? No, you see, since Doctor Sommervold died 
I never hear any news from there. Olise Langeland and Fru 
Esbjomsen are the only ones I hear from now — ^generally at 
Christmas. But they only tell me how things are going at 
Berfjord. I never hear from Vallerviken.” 

‘‘ Why, fancy, Lisken, your shop’s changed hands three times 
already — ^nobody’s made anything of it since your time ” 

“ Times have got worse too since then,” remarked Ida Elisa- 
beth. 

“ Yes, you may well say that ! Why, fancy, now papa and 
mamma have got Herjulf and Frithjof both living at home — ^for 
it’s just as bad in America as here, and so Herjulf came home 
last year. Well, Vikarr’s at home too, but he’s got a job, on 
the quay — ^Vikarr’s turned out a worker, he has, let me tell 
you ! ” 

Vikarr, Geirmund and Jarngerd — ^the three youngest ; it was 
true, she had always had the impression that they were rather 
different from the elder ones, with more go in them somehow. 
“ And Geirmund ? ” she asked. 

Jamgerd Braato looked about her before answering. Ida Elisa- 
beth was now the only customer in the saloon, and the three 
other young ladies in white aprons had withdrawn into the next 
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room — ^the chiropody saloon, apparently — and were busy chatting 
there. 

Ugh, yes, Geirmund, He’d got a situation in Aalesund, 
you see, and then he got into some mess. Isn’t it awful ? You 
may be sure mamma and papa were in a state about it. Now 
they’ll get him home by Christmas, and what they’re to do with 
him then I’m sure I don’t know. There’s no place to send 
him either, it’s just as bad everywhere, and there’s not many 
of the relations left, at least not those that can help us. It won’t 
be pleasant to have him hanging about at home — and after such a 
business as that too ! ” 

But her voice ran on in the same practised tone, bright and 
lively, which more than anything else gave Ida Elisabeth the 
idea that Jamgerd must have cast herself adrift from Vettehaugen 
for good. 

I’m sure you did quite right to let your hair grow. Do 
you know, Lisken, I never thought it suited you to wear your 
hair short — every separate hair’s so soft and thin that you never 
got any fall in it, it looked limp and straggly ” — ^she gave a shake 
to her own imposing frisure. “ So ? ” she tried, holding Ida 
Elisabeth’s hair against her face. ‘‘ Or perhaps a little higher 
up ? ” She seized the tongs again : A little more here, I 
think 

“ — and so you’re divorced from Frithjof now — ^mamma wrote 
that you’d done it. Well, you know, Fm with you there, you 
may be sure ; poor Fiffen’s been a flabby sort of feh all his days, 
and now that he seems to have got consumption too ” 

“ Has Frithjof — ^is there anything wrong with his chest } ” 

Well, you know, they don’t call it that — ^they’ve said it was 
br<Hichitis and phlegm on the lungs and all that sort of thing, 
but it’s easy to guess what that means. Of course he got the 
infection from Merete ; she was laid up at home almost to the 
time of her death. So then I got it fixed that Else anyhow 
came up here with her youngster, so now we^te living together, 
but, you see, it’s so hard for Else to get anything to do — she 
never gets a penny from her husband and she’s pretty well 
tied, with Bqj^, But I can tell you, that is a sweet child — 
I wish you could have seen her. Her name’s Borghild, papa 
insisted on that, but we call her Bojan. The old people hated 
parting with her — only grandchild and all that, you Imow, but 
I thought it wouldn’t do — ^Frithjof’s not veiy careful, as you can 

imagine ; it gave me the horrors to see him petting the child ” 
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But here was at any rate one of them who was willing to do 
something for the others. The rest of the Braato children had 
kept together just as much and just as little as a litter of kittens : 
they stuck to their parents and their home as kittens to their 
mother's basket, and if one of them were offered anything out- 
side, the whole lot made off after it. But as for keeping together 
in order to help and support one another like a family of grown- 
up people, she had never seen a sign of their having any such 
idea. IJntil now in the case of Jarngerd. 

Jamgerd showed her out by a long, badly lighted corridor : 

Well, it was a real treat to see you again, Lisken, and have 
a talk with you. Are you staying long in town ? — I wish 
you could come and see us — ^well, we've nothing much to — ^not 
but what it's quite a nice place where we live ; it’s up at Bryn 
in a villa, an attic with an alcove, but it isn't easy to keep it tidy 
with two of us living there and a little child, and, you know, 
Else's no great hand at that. But I'd like you to see Bojan. 
And it would be fun to hear a little more about what you're 
doing ” 

“ If we could meet in town to-morrow,” said Ida Elisabeth 
rather undecidedly. ‘‘ Then you could dine with me. What 
time do you have dinner ? ” 

Oh, that would be fine. Would you like me to tell Else, 
so that she can come too and bring Bojan ? — oh, I can tell you 
she's sweet ” 

Ida Elisabeth had some misgivings as she walked home to 
the hotel. But, pooh ! it coulcbi't matter much if she had in- 
vited Jeja and Else to lunch to-morrow. And if there was a 
chance of helping Jeja a little in one way or another, she would 
be glad to do it — ^it need not mean getting too deeply involved 
with the Braatos again. And as she had now heard so much 
about them, after all these years, she would like to hear a little 
more — ^how things really were with her father-in-law, for in- 
stance. Poor man — ^well, poor mother-in-law too, of course 

Anyhow, Jeja was really fond of Else's child. — ^By the way, 
she hadn't so much as asked after her nephews, it occurred to 
Ida Elisabeth. Well, but in any case Jeja was capable of some 
feeling outside herself 

Her depression passed off as she dressed for the party. Only 
now did the frock show to full advantage, when she had shoes 
and stockings to match — ^and had had her hair done properly. 
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It was a slight disappointment that Tryggve was not more 
thrilled, when he came to fetch her : 

Yes, you look first-rate of course ” — he kissed her bare 
shoulders, stroked them with his hands. “ YouVe beautiful. — 
It’s only the colour — ^it seems to me so odd ? Oh no — ^I dare 
say it’s pretty. But I’ve seen you in lots of things that looked 
prettier on you, in my opinion. That red you’ve been wearing 
here, for instance ” 

He saw that she was not quite pleased, and then he 
laughed : 

But I suppose this is the last word in smartness ? And 
you can trust Anne to appreciate it anyhow — ^and that’s really 
the idea, isn’t it ? ” 

It was a late affair at the Mosgaards’ — ^nearly six o’clock before 
she got to bed. So Ida Elisabeth was rather short of sleep and 
felt that she had smoked and drunk a good deal more than she 
was used to, when she had to go out to meet Jeja and Else. She 
bitterly repented having invited them. 

When Ida Elisabeth entered the restaurant Jamgerd was 
already seated in one of the compartments. She was alone. 

Well, now you see, I didn’t say anything to Else after all. 
Except that I’d met you and you sent your love. You know 
what Else’s like — a bit slow in the uptake, and she’s not improved 
with years, poor girl. We can chat much more freely without 
her sitting by. And Bojan’s so lively that sometimes she won’t 
give you a chance to get a word in ” 

They gave their orders, and Jamgerd chatted as she ate : 

This is awfully cosy, Lisken ! 

“ — Teie ? Why, fancy, it’s standing empty. They’re trying 
to sell it. As you can imagine, there’s nobody can afford to take it 
over, neither the people in Germany nor Thomas’s children. 
Sommervold didrCt leave such a fearful lot after all. And we 
all thought he was so tremendously rich. But he was never 
very good at holding on to his money. They had only to go to 
Sommervold and make out they were in a real bad way, and 
they got something — ^for interest and instalments and boats and 
cows and I don’t know what all. He poured it out all over the 
place — that’s what papa and mamma always said.” 

It was assuredly no small amount they had received in the 
course of years. But so like them to criticize. Ida Elisabeth 
frowned slightly — ^she was reminded of her fundamental antipathy 
to the Vettehaugen* race. 
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You were left quite a lot, weren’t you ? ” asked Jarngerd 
inquisitively. “ They said so at home anyhow,” 

Carl was left a bank-book with a few thousands in it,” said 
Ida Elisabeth curtly. The doctor was his godfather, you know.” 

Carl, yes — ^by the way, how is Kalleman ? He must be a 
big boy now ? And you have one besides — ^that came after you’d 
left Berfjord ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth gave her information about the boys as briefly 
as possible. She had run away with them, it was true. But 
not the slightest attempt had ever been made on the part of the 
father or has family to dispute her sole right to the children, a 
thing which struck her all at once as sufficiently monstrous. 

“ Well, you know it didn’t come to anything with Frithjof 
and that dame of his ? Thank God ! She was awful, I can 
tell you — an old frump ! Frithjof must have been crazy to have 
an3rthing to do with her 

“ I assumed as much,” replied Ida Elisabeth evasively. Since 
he took no steps to be divorced when the separation period 
was up.” 

“ And anything so ungrateful — rafter all we’d done for her. 
She came to Vettehaugen, you understand, as she required a 
rest in the country, and then mamma invited her, and then 
she stayed with us nearly three months and let herself be nursed 
and waited on. Then she went back to her situation and wrote 
and broke it off ! What do you think of that ? ” 

Very sensible. And rather what you might expect. But 
Ida Elisabeth said nothing. 

Amd that just as we had got Merete home. Poor mamma — 
but, you know, she’s as confiding as ever. It was decided, you 
see, thatfshe was to go to Frede’s parents and stay there when 
she left the sanatorium — naturally they took it for granted that 
at a big place like that, a regular mansion it was, she’d be able 
to nurse herself and get cured, for she was to take care of herself 
and live really well for a time. I fancy I see it ! Instead of 
that she had to serve in the shop, and it was frightful in winter- 
time ; she froze nearly to death, she said, a horrible climate it 
was and her future mother-in-law was wicked and miserly. 
Frede they sent to the East country, some place near Lille- 
hammer ; he died too, by the way. But poor Merete they just 
packed off home again, when she couldn’t slave for them any 
longer — and by then it was certain death. — ^Poor Merete, she was 

in such despair, she wanted so much to live 

265 



IDA ELISABETH 


Ida Elisabeth bit her lip. This was the Book of Job all over. 
And she felt her old compassionate tenderness for these people ; for 
it was just as fundamental as her antipathy to them and it rose 

again in her like a returning tide 

‘‘ It must have been very hard on the old people, all this ? 
she asked quietly. 

You may be sure. Though in a way they're not much 
changed. It seems as if they don't rightly understand even now 
how difficult it is. To get anything for us young ones to do 
and that. They sit and wait for someone to come and offer 
us something. Ugh, yes, Lisken — Else's like that too, you know. 
Often I don't know what I'm to do — you can imagine what it's 
like when we actually have nothing to live on all three except 
what I earn. But I don't feel that I can send her home either, 
when there’s such a lot of them already and poor Vikarr's the 
only support they have — ^he's got enough weighing on him as 
it is, at ids age. And Bojan in a house full of consumption as 

it is now. I didn’t dare stay there a day longer 

« — ^And then Else can't do a blessed tibing, you know. We've 
advertised and answered advertisements by the score for domestic 
situations — ^that’s the only thing she can do. If only she 
could get something where there were no children, or to keep 
house for a gentleman where she could have the child with 

lier But, you know, situations like that don't grow on 

bushes. 

“ You don’t know of anything for her, do you, Lisken, up 
in your parts } ” 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head : 

“ I really know so few people up there. My work keeps me 
busy from morning to night, and then there's the house and the 
(itildren 

Listen now, Lisken. My holiday starts next Saturday, I 
haven't had a summer holiday yet. Couldn't you ask Else and 
Bojan to stay with you a week or so, then she could look about 

for something to do in the neighborhood ? " 

‘‘ I’m sorry, Jamgerd, I can't do that. I have neither time 
nor room to have anyone staying with me.” 

Jamgerd slowly turned red under her powder, and her eyes 
filled with tears : 

“ To tell you the honest truth, Lisken — ^I’m often quite in 
despair about her. I don’t know what I’m to do — must look a 
bit decent, with my work in town. And Bojan at any rate mustn't 
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^tBXve if we can help it. Ugh, you don^t know how hard it is 
sometimes. I owe two months^ rent now. Ugh. 

You know, Else can quite well sleep on a sofa or a shake- 
down and have Bojan with her — there’s no trouble about that. 
Ugh, Lisken — ^I really thought when you turned up so un- 
expectedly that you’d been sent from heaven 

“ I think it would be a better arrangement if you came,” said 
Ida Elisabeth with hesitation. For your holiday. You would 
have to put up with what I could offer, of course.” 

I can^t do that, you understand, don’t you ? — go away and 
leave her there with the child, without any money or an3rthmg, 
and the people of the house so ill-tempered and wanting to get 
rid of us. Oh no, I’ll have to stay. — And to tell you the honest 
truth, Lisken — as you can guess, I have friends and acquaintances. 
But whenever I’m going out to have a little fun it makes Else 
so sour — and it won’t do to take her, nobody thinks she’s a 
sport. — You’ve no idea what a favour you’d be doing me if you 
took her just for a fortnight, so that I could be free and have a 
good time for once in a way.” 

Ida Elisabeth looked seriously at the other : 

“ Yes, yes, Jarngerd. I understand. But 

Jamgerd gave a toss of the head, at once defiant and des- 
pondent : 

“ You see, Lisken — you can easily understand that if we all 
three had to live just on what I earn at ‘ Irene’s ’ we should soon 
starve to death. If I hadn’t — well, an acquaintance, you know, 
who helps me a bit. But you can guess, he’s quite likely to get 
sick of my being always so tied. It’s only reasonable that he 
should want us to meet in a free and easy way and have a little 
fun together. If he gets tired of me and takes himself off, I 
really don’t know what I’m to do. I’m quite fond of him too, 
let me tell you ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth did not quite know what answer to make to this 
revelation. 

Jamgerd looked up with her defiant toss of the head : 

Well, I suppose you’re virtuously scandalized. — But that’s 
how things are^ Lisken. It may be all right for people like you 
— ^you’re a frightfully clever person, and strong. Or for girls 
who’ve had a heap of education or have influence or a family that 
are somebody, or talents or a turn for something. But there are 
very few like that, you must remember. The rest of us, we have 
to be glad if the men are moderately decent and kind. And he 
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is like that, the one who — -well, my friend, you know. You don’t 
know what some girls have to put up with for a living. Oh, 
there are lots of fellows who give a lady a place simply to have 
somebody to work on the cheap from morning to night and to be 
used for you know what when he feels inclined, and if she grumbles 

all she hears is that he can get ten women to take her place 

“ Not that that’s happened to me, you know,” she said pro- 
vocatively. “ But I know of lots of others. — But now I suppose 
you think I’m frightfully depraved ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head. “ But I think it’s sad, Jeja. 
All you’ve been telling me. And I wish ” — she blushed as she 
said it — “ that I could help you in one way or another. So that 
you shouldn’t get into — stiU greater diEoJties. But could — but 
could — well, anyhow so that you wouldn’t have to — simply in 
order to live. — For you see, Jeja, this sort of thing leads very 
often from bad to worse 

“ You needn’t be afraid of that. I’m not such a fool as you 
seem to think. I’m not so ignorant of human nature, you see, 
as Else and Merete, for instance- I know the pet^e I have to 
deal with. And as for a blunder like Else made — ^it won’t be 
this little girl that’ll be as clumsy as that. Bojan’s enough for us. 
— Oh no, you needn’t worry about me, thank you ! ” 

A sickening chill seemed to close Ida Elisabeth’s lips. She 
thought of Vettehaugen, Midsummer Eve, and Christmas candles 

Then she said in a low voice : “ I’ll try anyhow — ^if I 

can find something — ^for Else 

“ God knows what your father would say, Jeja — ^and your 

mother — if they knew this ” 

“ Oh, they ! They live in another age, poor things ! You 
may be sure I’ll take good care they don’t hear anything. It was 
only Else that was foolish enough for that. Even little Merete 
had sense enough to keep quiet about what it wasn’t good for 
them to know. They haven’t the least idea what folks are like 
noiwadays ” 

She burst out laughing, laughed like a great child. 

“ Can you imagine, Lisken— they still trot along in the Seven- 
teenth of May procesion every blessed year, both of them, in 
their old freshmen’s caps ! ” 

As they were leaving the restaurant they ran straight into a couple 
of men coming in. They and Jamgerd greeted one another 
beamingly. Ida Elisabeth listened instinctively — ^it was at any 
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rate a slight relief to hear that Jeja did not address either familiarly ; 
so it could not be one of these — ^for they looked so utterly loath- 
some, vulgar faces, insolent pig’s eyes. Jamgerd introduced 
them, most unnecessarily. I^ Elisabeth did not catch their 
names. 

My sister-in-law, Fru Braato.” It was no longer ago than 
last night that Anne, enchanting in a stylish dress of red taffeta 
and tulle, had introduced her as “ my sister-in-law, Fru Braato ” 
to a crowd of pleasant and cheerful and charming young people. 
In any case she had thought then that they all looked so healthy 
and clean and straight. Tryggve looked so well in evening 
dress. She had enjoyed herself hugely. — ^Now it seemed so 
long ago. 

Next day they drove north again. 

The evening before, when they were in the theatre, he had asked 
as early as the first entr’acte : Have you had anything to bother 
you to-day ? ” And she had answered : ‘‘ I met some people I 
know whom I hadn’t seen for many years. And they’re in a 

pretty bad way now Said he : Ah — there are a good 

many people who feel the pinch nowadays 

He wanted to drive home by another road — ^along Harestuvand 
over Hadeland and High Cross down to Gjovik. — They had come 
as far as the Gjeller ridge. ‘‘ Are you cold, Ida ? ” he asked 
anxiously. Oh no.” 

There was a black frost and the weather was grand for driving. 
In the thin white mist the villages looked so bright, all colours 
were gentle and subdued under the wide pale blue sky. The 
lakes they passed shone with a didl silver gleam and faded out 
on the far side where the belt of mist and the pine forest merged 
in a grey-blue mass. They drove through belts where the fog 
grew suddenly dense with a smell of smoke, till it was nothing 
but sour, raw smoke that stimg the throat and eyes, past crackling 
red bonfires in a clearing. Now there was oidy here and there 
a solitary tree which kept its red and yellow leaves, bitten and 
faded by the frost ; but copses and thickets rose in the air with 
an open tracery of bare branches and twigs, and in the forests 
they drove through the groimd was grey with frozen heather and 
rime-covered bog. They passed fields where turnips had been dug 
and stacked in rows, and Tryggve sniffed in the fresh, rank smell. 
“ Don’t you like it ? Talk about the scent of spring, I say it’s 
nothing to the scents of autumn after all.” — A lad who was 

269 s 



IDA ELISABETH 


driving a cart could not get his horse past the car. At last 
Tryggve had to get out and help him to lead it. “ Fine beast. 
It’s queer, some horses never get really used to cars 

There is something the matter, Ida ? ” he said enquiringly. 

“ For one thing, you know I’m not used to going out and amus- 
ing myself night after night. And it makes one fearfully tired 
to tramp along stone pavements when one’s used to country 
roads 

He laughed a little at this. Is that all ? You’re not cold, 
are you ? Shall I get out my raincoat ? It’ll help to keep you 
warm if you put it on outside 

She stamped some warmth into her feet on the frozen road, 
while he rummaged among the baggage in the back of the car. 
Just here where they had stopped there was a very fine view ; 
on one side of the road the forest rose steeply, but on the other 
the ground fell away in folds, pale with stubble and green with 
aftergrass, towards a valley with a little river at the bottom. The 
fog had so far dispersed that there was a blue gleam on the little 
tarn from which the stream issued and the last of the yellow 
foliage on the hill-skies shcH^ out. 

Tryggve helped her to put on the coat and poured something 
out of a thermos flask. It was strong hot soup flavoured with 
madeira. I’d alm<^ forgotten it. It’s good, what ? ” 

Ugh, Tryggve — ^my conscience is downright guilty — when I 
think how well off I am now. And then those people I spoke 
about yesterday, whom I used to know very well indeed — they’re 
so terribly hard up.” 

No, stop it ! You toil and drudge as not many do nowadays 
— ^it would be too bad if you didn’t get a little compensation 
sometimes.” 

But, Tryggve, you yourself criticize Anne for never thinking 
of doing anything for Ingvild and her children.” 

That’s another matter. Her own sister. And such a hard- 
working woman as Ingvild, with such clever, promising children. 
Well, as far as that goes I don’t know what these friends of yours 
are like. But I thought perhaps — ^Lf they were the same sort as 
Fra Tommeraas, for instance. It’s no use wonying oneself 
about that t3?pe of person. Nobody can do anything for them, 
Ida — ^for the very moment they’re left to themselves, all the 
trouble you’ve taken to help them is wasted, as if you’d never 
done a thing — ^all they want is to get stuck in the bog. If anyone 
cares to give them a hand and try to puU them out, that’s all right, 
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then they feel they’re interesting. But rather than make any 
effort of their own they’ll just sink in.” 

“ It’s not that they won’t — they can't 

“ Rubbish ! ” He took her in his arms. Give me a kiss 
then. Hasn’t that soup warmed you, Ida dear ? — your face is 
so cold ! Everybody can do somethings but there are so many 
who won't," 

His kisses sent warmth and a melting sense of happiness 
through her whole body. — And Frithjof’s at home with the old 
people and has consumption, she thought. And here I am driving 
with my sweetheart who loves me, whom I love 

It was already fairly dark as they approached Gjovik. The glare 
of their lamps flew before them over the road, lighting up fences 
and forest on both sides. When she looked up it was a moment 
or two before her dazzled eyes could distinguish the black tree- 
tops sweeping along the dark grey sky. Toksvold wanted to 
stop and have supper at Gjovik. “ You can telephone home 
from the hotel and say that you’ll arrive a little later.” 

After supper, as they sat at their coffee, she told him : 

I’ve done a thing which I know you’ll tliink foolish. Invited 
a lady to stay with me for a week — z Fru Nilsen. One whom I 
knew pretty well in former days. — ^In fact, she’s a sister of my 
former husband,” 

Toksvold looked up from the pipe he was filling; he said 
nothing. 

Then she gave him the story — all she had heard from Jamgerd, 
except that about Jarngerd’s most private arrangement. 

He sat watching her as she talked. And when she had finished 
there was a pause before he said anything. 

Well, we have an old saying in my part of the world,” he 
said slowly, ‘‘ to this effect ; When misfortune’s abroad it^s wise 
to keep indoors,” 

With a little thrill of pain it struck Ida Elisabeth that this was 
just the way of thinking she could not accept. 

They sat side by side and said nothing, as he drove on in the 
dark autumn evening. Once he said : 

“ Couldn’t you write to that lady and say it’s not convenient 
after all for you to ret^ive her now ? Send her some money 
instead, so that she can go somewhere else ? ” 

It gave her such a strange sinking of the heart to find that he 

too had thought of this. — Money She had given Jeja some- 
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thing for her rent, but that would not go very far. If she could 
get Else something to do, so that at any rate Jeja would not have 
to do that for the sake of the money. But perhaps that would 
make little difference — if Jeja had got used to that sort of life 
it was not easy to see what one was to do to get her on to another 
track. If she had got into a set where that was the prevailing 
tone, she was no doubt as ready as the rest of the Braatos to adopt 
the morality of those aroimd her. 

‘‘ For the sake of the boys, if nothing else, I think you ought to 
hesitate,” said Tryggve Toksvold. Are you anxious for them 
to resume relations with their father’s family ? ” 

No, he was right there. And she had done a stupid thing in 
asking Else. But on the other hand — ^not to stir a finger, ^er 
hearing all their story — she could not do that either. 

When they entered the dark passage at Viker the kitchen door 
opened and Carl’s little form appeared in the light. 

But — are you still up, my dear ! ” 

“ I couldn’t get him to go to bed,” said Ragnhild, one of her 
sempstresses who had been staying here while she was away. 

He would stay up to see if you were coming.” 

But the mother had seen the suspense and imcertainty of 
the boy’s manner. Whether he should throw himself into her 
arms, or should confine himself to a polite kiss and a “ good 
evening, mother ” — depended on whether Toksvold came in 
with her or not, — ^He said good night and left, almost as soon as 
he had carried in her baggage. And she and Carl drank the tea 
which Ragnhild had ready for her. 

When he had gone to bed and she went in to say good night to 
him, he threw his arms about her neck and held on to her like 
grim death. At last she had to free herself gently. 

There, Carl. Now I’m back home with you. Now you 
must lie down and go to sleep.” 

But she herself could not fall asleep. When she closed her eyes 
and tried, she saw nothing but the road rushing towards her 
and slipping under the car, and the changing landscape dashing 
past. 

Then she lay tossing again, oppressed by vague fears — ^like 
presentiments of all manner of coming evil. Tryggve was rights 
she felt that now ; she ought not to have let herself be fooled 
into taking up with those people again. Especially as she knew 
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much better than he did, how quick they were to take an ell when 
you offered them an inch. But now that she had heard what a 
bad state they were in — and with her knowledge of them : in- 
capable not merely of looking after themselves, but actually of 
forming a judgment. It quite took her breath away to think of 
it — such a mess as they were in ; it might require a whole troop 
to get them more or less out of it. So no doubt she might just 
as well have spared herself. But she simply couldrCt. 

And then, when she thought of Tryggve, a feeling like im- 
patience or anger, almost despair, came over her. Though she 
knew how horrid it was of her — for he loved her, he longed to 
possess her ; she was not the kind of vain little goose who would 
take it into her head to doubt him or to imagine he could not be 
so violently in love after all, since he had never forgotten himself 
with her or tried to get her to forget herself. There were plenty 
of shallow-brains who argued like that, and it might be quite 
pathetic, if they were young and naive enough. She could see 
and appreciate his view of the matter — she had two sons. No 
doubt he felt that the children were jealous of this new factor 
that had entered their mother^s life, but they would have to put 
up with it ; no child has the right to demand that a mother who 
has been left alone shall pass the rest of her life in celibacy. 
What they have the right to demand is that the new man who 
steps in shall deal fairly by them. Look after their true interests 
in the best way. Not behave so as to give them a right to hate 
him. But sons have a right to hate a man who makes their 
mother his mistress. If they do not, there is something wanting 
in them. If sons can discover extenuating or exculpating cir- 
cumstances in their mother’s irregular love affairs, they must be 
spiritually castrated. Children ought to have instincts and to 
assert them. 

Tryggve had dragged her about in Oslo so imtiringly that she 
almost thought it had been too much of a good thing. All the 
time he was not taken up with business had been filled with a 
programme of theatres, concerts, excursions, restaurants where 
they danced. And she knew full well what most men would have 
asked in return. So she too had to conceal with what painful 
violence she had desired, every single evening, that they could 
have ended the day by going home somewhere together and stay- 
ing the night. She saw his point, when he said it was best not 
to stay at the same hotel : dl their neighbours knew of course 
that they had gone to Oslo together. But one needn’t give a 
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damn what people think or say, so long as one doesn’t prove 
them right. 

But perhaps the most hidden secret of all was that she was 
afraid. Not of him. Not of herself either, in the sense of fearing 
that this love which now filled her might pass off. But afraid 
that something might happen — something might come in the 
way and force this current of passion into another channel, where 
it could not find the outlet for which it yearned, in Tryggve’s 
arms. That some power or other which she suddenly seemed to 
feel outside her might forcibly possess itself of her new fullness 
of spirit and use it for purposes unknown to her, which were not 
her purpose. That she was afraid of. And that was why she 
was in despair — for now, as she lay here in the dark, it suddenly 
took the form of despair — ^at his not having flung all considerations 
to the winds, since she thought it impossible to feel safe in her 
happiness until the night had come and gone when she and 
Tryggve lay clasped in each other’s arms. After that nothing 
could come between and part them. Though she knew very 
well this was only a fancy — she realized well enough that many 
things may come between a man and a woman afterwards as well 
as before. 

But she was longing, longing, longing. She who knew what 
it is to have a man, but had never had a man whom she loved. 
She who knew that love is far from being always invulnerable 
and indestructible, it may be ruined by external agencies or one 
may ruin it oneself — but precisely for that reason she would fight 
to defend and preserve their love, and precisely for that reason 
she longed to throw herself into it heart and soiil, longed as con- 
sumedly as a woman without her bitter experience could never 
have done, 

Ida Elisabeth opened her arms in the dark, Tryggve,” 

she whispered. ‘‘ Tryggve she called a little louder. 

“Tiyggve 

There was a movement in the boys’ room. 

Did you call me, mother } ” the little voice asked cautiously, 
as though afraid of the night, 

Ida Elisabeth paused for a moment before answering : 

I only wanted to hear if you were awake. I thought you 
soimded so restless,” 

My toes are itching so fearfully, mother,” he said, whimpering, 

“ Oh, nonsense ! ” she replied after a moment. It’s only 

something you’ve made up, Tryggve 
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No, mother ! It hurts so fearfully Now there were 

almost tears in his voice, and she could hear him scratching or 
rubbing so that his bed shook. “ Can’t you put something on it, 
mother ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth slipped out of her bed on the divan and into the 

boys’ room. “ Be quiet and don’t wake Carl She turned 

on the light. The youngster started up like a spring ; his face 
was shining with interest as he put out one little foot for 
examination. 

It was really true — ^his toes were swollen, with glistening spots, 
red as berries. — ^He had got them pretty badly frozen last winter 
— ^ugh, were they to have the same trouble over again this 
year ? 

Hush, hush,” she whispered, searching in the medicine cup- 
board. She found the lump of tallow, gauze bandage and talc. 

You must come into my room, little one And she put 

out the light. 

While she was warming the tallow in a silver spoon over the 
lighted candle on the leaf of the bureau Tryggve sat in the rock- 
ing-chair wriggling and writhing — with delight at all the trouble 
that was being taken about him, and partly because he was cold. 
His eyes sparkled in the light of the candle. 

“ But what have you been wearing on your feet lately ? ” 

“ Sandals, of course. And they’re so ragged, mother. And so 
Ragnhild said I must put on my ski-boots, but they’ve got too 
tight for me, so I couldn’t get them on 

With a pang of conscience she thought of her child running 
about and getting his feet frost-bitten in ragged sandals, while 
she was spending forty crowns on a corset and buying an evening 

dress and gilt dance shoes Though that was all nonsense, 

as she knew very well — only it ought to have occurred to her 
before going away to see whether the boy could wear his last 
year’s boots 

The toes had been well smeared, bound up with gauze and a 
pair of clean stockings put on outside it all. There ! Now off 
with you to bed again ! ” She gave him a kiss to conclude the 
ceremony. 

“ Mother — ^mayn’t I sleep with you to-night, because I’m so 
bad ? ” 

“ All right. Come along, then 

She blew out the candle, picked up the boy and carried him 
to the sofa. The moment she had lain down beside him the 
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child curled up, with the top of his head jammed in her armpit 
and his knees in her stomach, he gave a little sniff of satisfaction 
and fell asleep at once. 

Ida Elisabeth sighed. Now perhaps she would be able to 
sleep too. There floated before her mind an idea that a mother 
has already left her children when she is in love with a man, even 
if she sleeps with them held in her arms. 
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E LBE’S visit was an unmixed trial. And Bojan was the most 
intolerable specimen Ida Elisabeth had come across in the 
way of children. Poor little thing, perhaps she couldn’t help it 
— ^but oh, how gruesome children are who haven’t an idea that 
they ought to listen when anything is said to them, and are 
always fretting from morning to night. 

Ida Elisabeth had been given permission to fit up one of the 
empty rooms on the other side of the passage, and Fru Viker 
lent her a bed from the hotel. It was quite comfortable when 
she had got it aired properly, had hung up curtains and made 
a fire in the stove. 

She would not have recognized Else if she had met her by 
chance in the street. Though she was not so very much changed 
if one looked at her feature by feature. Her face was coarser 
and more fleshy — ^but what struck one particularly was that the 
youthful prettiness Else had had in old days had gone off as the 
pattern goes off cheap crockery in the washing-up. Her hair 
was now lustreless and thin, her skin a dingy red — ^and her mouth 
had always been pale, but now the lips were not even smooth 
and young. She collapsed on sitting down, and had no poise 
in walking — her figure reminded one of worn-out elastic. 

It was an effort to think of anything one could talk to her about. 
Ida Elisabeth was busy in her work-room at this time and it got 
rather on her nerves to know that meanwhile the other simply 
sat moping on the sofa. Ida Elisabeth had provided her with 
yam and knitting-needles ; she was making a jersey for Bojan, 
but it grew with incredible slowness ; the grey-blue wool only 
got greyer and greyer. Else could not be persuaded to go for 
a walk, she read nothing but the paper — ^she just sat turning over 
old fashion papers or looking out of the window. 

When they had got the children to bed, Ida Elisabeth took 
up some needlework and tried to entertain Else, till she thought 
she could decently suggest that we go to bed early in the coimtry. 
— Else did show a little interest in her customers — ^she wanted 
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to know who tliis or that lady was and whether they were well 
off or not. She also expressed a desire to see the well-known 
sanatorium for tuberculosis — so they walked up there the first 
Sunday of Else's visit. Otherwise there was only one subject 
that could put a spark of life into Else : Jeja. Ida Elisabeth was 
not a little scandalized at the way in which Else spoke of her 
sister. She was bitter and jealous at Jeja^s earning money and 
having friends, male and female, and “ often ” going out to amuse 
herself, but doing nothing to get Else included in the party. 

Sitting at home and moping, of course she thinks that’s good 
enough for me.” 

Well, but, Else, what would you da if you hadn’t Jamgerd ? ” 
Ph ! I could take a situation, couldn’t I If I wasn’t 
obliged to have Bojan with me all the time. Mamma and papa 
would be glad to take Bojan again. It’s Jeja who absolutely 
insists on Bojan staying with us. She takes good care not to get 
a child of her own. But she’s the only one who’s to have any 
say about Bojan, just as if no one else understood what was good 
for her 

But there was here a hope that perhaps Ida Elisabeth might 
find a solution, since it was not Else herself who made it an 
absolute condition that she must have the child with her if she 
took a situation. Ida Elisabeth rang up Marte Bo — and made 
an appointment with her at Bjorkheim hotel. 

The old midwife promised at once to do what she could to 
get Fru Nilsen placed — ^Marte was always burning with avidity 
when she was given a chance of straightening out other folks’ 
difficulties. She had two or three places in view. She would 
speak to Tveito, the schoolmaster, to-morrow — ^his housekeeper 
was to be married next month. Tveito was a widower with six 
children ; it was such a good Christian home. They kept two 
cows, pigs and fowls, but Else would be perfectly used to 
country ways from her life at Vettehaugen, and Tveito’s eldest 
children were so ready to help. 

Whether Else would be overjoyed at being planted out like 
this with a schoolmaster’s family right out in the wilds was by 
no means certain. But she would hardly oppose the scheme. 
True, she had not said very much about her past life, and Ida 
Elisabeth did not like to ask. She had only a very vague idea 
of who and what Hartvig Nilsen was, but from things dropped 
by Else in passing Ida Elisabeth had gathered that it was Aunt 
Gitta, old Fru von Post, who had taken the initiative in getting 
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her married to him — on the imderstanding that they should be 
separated again as soon as the child was born. Probably Else 
had never lived with her husband — ^he was at home with his 
parents at that time, and now he was “ gone away,” Else did not 
know what had become of him. Aunt Gitta had sent her and 
the child to Vettehaugen as soon as she came out of the maternity 
home, to keep her from committing any more follies,” and at 
Vettehaugen she had stayed, till Jeja moved her away. It was 
possible one could make it clear to her that if she took a situation 
she would have to pull herself together — ^Marte Bo promised to 
look her up now and again — ^and Ida Elisabeth would have to 
provide some outfit for her and the child. Then Jeja at any 
rate would be let off having to keep others besides herself for 
a while. Else, by the way, was already looking rather less dull 
and slack — ^regular meals were no doubt among the things she 
needed — and Bojan was not quite so pale and thin and abnormally 
restless. 

Tryggve Toksvold came in to take his coffee with them, as 
they sat deliberating. They had agreed that he should not' come 
to see Ida Elisabeth as long as her visitor was there. So that 
in ten days she had only met him for a moment at odd times, 
when she was doing her shopping and looked in at his office or 
paid him a surreptitious visit at the hotel. 

He sat on the arm of her chair, his fingers stealing a caress at 
the back of her neck, while he made fun of the ladies^ fussiness 
and of Ida Elisabeth’s anxieties. I must say you’ve taken on 
a big job, Ida ! ” 

“ It’s very kind of Ida to do so,” replied Marte Bo. Ida’s 

too kind, that’s the only thing 

Exactly I Ida’s too kind. All the same — when I come to 
think of it, you’re a pair of rather unscrupulous women. You 
don’t think of poor Tveito. For she seems to be an out-and- 
out good-for-nothing, this Fru Ndsen. What if he should have 
the misfortune to get hooked by her ! ” 

‘‘ Oh no, he won’t do anything like that ! ” Marte was offended. 

He’s such a good, steady man — ^an earnest believer 

Toksvold only laughed maliciously. 

There was something in that, Ida Elisabeth thought as she walked 
home. For once she was inclined to subscribe to the old adage 
about taking care of number one. — Ugh, if only Else didn’t notice 
that she’d been drinking liqueur — ^she was surprised and sour 
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because Ida Elisabeth knew nobody.’^ — They had been invited 
to coflFeeatViker and at the Hansens^ and Ida Elisabeth had had 
Fru Viker and Fru and Froken Hansen in one evening ; that was all. 

Then there came a Saturday morning ; Ida Elisabeth was in the 
kitchen cleaning a capercailzie that Tryggve had sent her. All 
three children were clinging round her to look on. Then Fru 
Viker came in, evidently in a great state. She hinted that she 
had something to say that the children were not to hear. 

Ida Elisabeth happened to look at Carl — ^his face was red as 
fire, with the strangest expression — of shame and indignation 
combined, as he withdrew. 

Poor Fru Viker was embarrassed and xmhappy. It was a thing 
that was so awkward to talk about, Ida must excuse her, but she 
thought it was so bad for her children to hear such things, and 
so she would only say it to Ida : it was that little girl from Oslo 
that had told something to Anders and Joda, and Joda was so 
small that she knew no better than to go to her mother with it. 
Well, the thing was that Bojan had told them something about 
a man who had given her fifty ore to go with him into a wood- 
shed and then he had behaved in a nasty way — well, she had 
described exactly what he had done, in a way that made Fru 
Viker’s hair stand on end when Joda told her. 

Ida Elisabeth listened to the other with an icy chill all through 
her. In her blind fury with the unknown who had misused 
the child she clenched her hands till the nails ran into the flesh. 
But through the desperate throbbing of her heart which sent the 
blood thundering in her ears she gathered what Fru Viker meant : 
she did not wish Bojan to come andplay withher children any more. 

Ida Elisabeth sat down on the kitchen chair and wept, when 
she was alone. And the likeness between Bojan and Solvi which 
she could not avoid seeing — that had increased her antipathy to 
Bojan, for it was so like a caricature. Bojan was without charm, 
her monkeyish liveliness was exaggerated into something quite 
abnormal, she was always cross and shrieked in a downright 
morbid way if her whims were not humoured at once — ^Ida 
Elisabeth was now so shocked by the likeness that it seemed as 
though Solvi was the one who had been abused. This unhealthy, 
unattractive little child was her own little girl transformed by 
the ruin and ravages of wickedness. Oh, you poor, poor little 
thing, what are we to do with you ! 

She heard the children outside — glanced out of the window, 
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as she dried her eyes again and again with her apron, not think- 
ing that there was blood on it. They were running across the 
field with the bob-sleigh ; there was no snow, only hoar-frost 
and ice, but they managed to coast down it. She guessed it 
was Carl who had got the others to come out, as he wished to 
keep out of her sight just now — Bojan must have told the same 
story to the boys, and that explained their bashful manner to- 
wards their little cousin. She remembered from her own child- 
hood that it was the unwritten law never to say anything to the 
grown-ups about such things — that one had been scared by horrid 
men, spoken to on the way to school, asked to go with them ; 
and that her schoolfellows enlightened each other in whispers as 
to what happened to those who did not get away from the man 
in time. No doubt poor Bojan was too small to feel that she 
must not talk about this — or she had been too demoralized. 

But together with the bitter repugnance she felt at the thought 
that her boys had heard such things, it occurred to her that it 
was practically arranged for Else to go to Tveito — but now she 
could not take the responsibility of sending Bojan to mix with 
Tveito’s flock of children. Two or three of them had been here, 
when she was making a confirmation cloak for the eldest — 
naturally they knew as much as most country children, but they 
looked as innocent as health itself. 

She was still crying when Else came into the kitchen. 

“ But dear me, Lisken — what is it ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth tried to overcome her trembling and her tears. 
But she was forced to speak to Else about it. Perhaps, if Bojan 
could be sent to some place where she would have no opportunity 
of talking about it, she might forget. But where ? 

‘‘ It was Fru Viker who was here just now. She told me of 
something that Bojan had been telling them about. Oh, Else, 
Else, it^s too dreadful 

‘‘ Heavens ! ” said Else in alarm. “ Is there anything wrong 
with Bojan ? ’’ 

‘‘ No, no. It’s — you know what — she’s been telling 

But Else did not know. Ida Elisabeth was forced to explain 
herself more clearly. Else looked at her in surprise — then she 
gave her foolish little laugh. 

“ Oh, that ! But that isn’t true, you know. It all comes of 
something like that happening near where we live, some time 
last autumn. Ugh, yes, isn’t it awful ? But you can under- 

stand, all the children round there were frightfully excited about 
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it, so I expect lots of them have told the story to make themselves 
interesting. And Bojan, poor child, has such a lively imagina- 
tion — you know, she doesn’t understand that it’s bad mannem 
to go and tell about such things 

It was bad enough that way, though not so bad as the worst. 
But now she saw for herself that Tryggve had been right : it 
was downright miscrupulous of her to try and smuggle Else and 
her child into Tveito’s home. 

She rang up Toksvold. “ Have you time this afternoon ? Can 
you spare me a couple of horns ? I have to go up to Bo to talk 
to Marte. — You’re kind I Well, if you’ll meet me at the cross- 
roads with the car 

Toksvold was so delighted at their having an hour or two 
together that it made her immensely happy to see it. He went 
into fits of laughter when she confided her anxieties to him ; but 
on her entering more fully into the matter he became serious. 

“ There, you see. You can’t do anything there. Give her 
some money, won’t you ? and send her back to town. And 
make it clear to them that you can’t go on regarding your divorced 
husband’s family as your near relations.” 

It ended in Ida Elisabeth admitting toAjy she thought it so wrong 
to send Else and Bojan back to Jamgerd. That made him angry. 

“ What beastliness ! No — one must draw the line somewhere. 
You must think of yotur boys. I won’t consent to their having 
any communication whatever with aimts of that sort — or uncles 
either for that matter, if they’re to grow up in my house and I 
am to take my share of responsibility for them.” 

On the way back they scarcely exchanged a word. _It was a 
pretty bad road too, narrow and steep and covered with ice that 
glistened in the light of the car lamps, and full of turns. “ You’re 
nervous, aren’t you ? ” Toksvold asked once, with a little mock- 
ing laugh. 

Ida Elisabeth smiled apologetically. 

“ Well, poor girl, I won’t say anything about that.” What 
did he mean by that ? 

“ Come home with me for a moment — won’t you ? ” he asked 
as they turned into the main road. 

“ I’d like to.” 

He got out a bottle and some glasses, while she stood at the 
window. It looked out on the broad street-like approach to the 
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station where arc-lamps on high masts made a few ragged patches 
of light in the frost-fog — ^it was now drifting up from the river 
and making the darkness spongy and unclean. She was cold 
after the drive and uncheerful — ^in the worst way, when one does 
not really know or dare to arrive at what is the matter. 

A maid entered with a jingling tray and went out again. Toks- 
vold called : 

Have a drink, Ida — ^I’m sure you want a stiffener. Skaal I 
Two deep leather chairs and a smoking-table with a copper 
top represented his attempts at making the hotel room a trifle 
less uncomfortable. Here, sit down and take a little rest 

before you have to go home 

“ — In a way you have achieved something this afternoon. As 
far as that goes you have reason to be pleased. Marte won’t 

give in, she’ll get this fixed up 

“ I am pleased, you know.” She gave a little sigh. 

Yes, you look jubilant.” He sniggered. ‘‘ All right as long 
as it lasts, you’re thinking ? Well, I know nothing against these 
fellows at the Smithy — ^as far as that goes. I’ve had something 
to do with Hans, the one who really owns the forge, in the way 
of business — ^he made a very favourable impression. But a young 
housekeeper and two middle-aged bachelors — of course it depends 
a great deal on what sort of person she is.” The mocking smile 
flitted across his face again. ‘‘ I don’t know whether you’ve 
thought about it, Ida — ^you may have a good deal of trouble yet 
with this quondam sister-in-law of yours ! ” 

I know it f ” she said quickly, in a worried tone. But at 

any rate it’s a solution — for the time being. I can’^t do more 

“ No, if you’ll only stick to it, all right. The thing is that I 
see how you let this weigh on you ! ” He jumped up from his 
chair, came and stood before her. “ Thafs the reason, Ida ! 
My dear, you know, don’t you — I don’t shirk helping another 
any more than you do, if I can — ^and if it’s worth while helping 
him. But in times like those we’re in now — one ought to give 
all the help one can to such people as may reasonably be sup- 
posed to be capable of keeping on their feet, when pulled out 
of a tight place, and perhaps of holding out a hand to others in 
their turn. — ^So you can understand, it is actually worse in the 
long run for the many who are so constituted that they can never 
help themselves, if a number of those who can do a little more 
than hold their own end up were to go to smash,” 

He was right of course, in a way. They did iorm a race apart, 
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the ones who never cease to need help. The infantile, as Som- 
mervold called them. 

Tryggve Toksvold laughed with nervous aimoyance. 

“ Ida, Ida, you sit there looking at me as if One would 

think you were one of those who believe all lawyers are a lot of 

devils who haven’t a scrap of heart in their bodies 

She smiled palely and shook her head. 

Why, bless your soul — some people are bom like that, like 
trailer cars with no motor in them, and some like motor-cars. 
But if all the motor-cars went to pieces, the others might stand 
there till they fell to bits.^’ 

Ida Elisabeth shivered a little, as though chilled. 

“ When all’s said and done, Tryggve, I think you’re exagger- 
ating. My dear boy — ^it’s not such a terrible business, my asfing . 

Else Nilsen to stay with me a fortnight 

‘‘—Which has already grown into three weeks and more 

“ Just so. I was prepared for that when I undertook to try 
and find work for her. But now that’s settled for the present. 
So don’t let’s talk about it any more.” 

He thought for a moment. All right ! ” Took her in his 
aims and Wssed her warmly. 

It’s for your own sake, Ida. Can’t you see that to an out- 
sider this looks like utter madness ? They’ve left you to shift 
for yourself — with both your children, year in, year out. Pre- 
sumably never enquired how you were getting on ? No ; there 
you see. Then you meet one of them by chance — they discover 
that you’re evidently getting on quite well — ^and so you have 
them on top of you 

Remember that you have to act as the motor-car for your 
boys — we don’t know yet for how long. However much you 
may have me by your side — ^you will of course be the one who 
has most control over them — if any control is possible here 

What do you mean ? ” 

He looked away without answering. 

** Tryggve, what did you mean ? ” 

“ At present in any case that little one of yours seems to take 
a good deal after his father’s family,” said Toksvold in a low 
voice, as though reluctantly. 

As he took her hand and bent down to kiss her, she resisted 
very slightly at first, but then let him do it. 

“ I wish your children nothing but well, Ida. I’ve told you 
that times without number.” 
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She nodded. — But why must you say it times without num- 
ber ? 

“ Tryggve ! ” — she spoke quite low and slowly. ‘‘ Do you 
think — ^have you the impression that they are specially difficult 
children, Carl and the little one ? 

“ Well, I don't know,” he said quickly. “ I haven't much 

experience of children. I thought that perhaps you 

— We live in difEcuIt times, Ida. You mustn't think I don't 
see — not only that folk who are bom with some defect or other 
can’t get along by themselves, but that many people who prefer 
to spare themselves exertion, or who do not easily endure un- 
certainty — simulate defects in order to be let off. It isn’t always 
easy to decide which is which 

“ What do you mean ? ” she asked as before. 

“ Oh, don't look so tragic, darling ! All I meant was ” — ^he 
tried to find the words — your children are children, they have 
the right to be given their chance. You are their mother, they 
have the right to expect you to do all you can to help them to 
get on in life. — ^But that may give you quite enough to do, my 
dear — without burdening yourself with others whom you know 
to be scrap metal. 

— Oh, don't look so despairing, my sweet ! ” With sudden 
passion he lifted her from her chair into his arms. “ Well, but 
don't you see that it makes me perfectly furious at times ? Aren't 
you the same ? I hve you, and so do you — ^love me, I mean — 
and we never have any peace ! We never have a chance of 
being just you and me — but we ought to be allowed that too — 
oughtn’t we now ? — to feel just once — only for a short time — 
what all the others feel when they're young and in love, that 
now we two are one and all the rest of the world is something 
else.” 

She stood still with her forehead against his shoulder and let 
him fondle her. 

“ I know that perhaps it isn't possible — for you,” he whispered. 
“ And I shall do my best to accept it with Christian patience. 
But anyhow we’ll go away — when we’re married ? You wish 
that too, don’t you ? ” 

She nodded against his shoulder. 

“ Yes, I suppose you must,” he said resignedly, when she 
suggested that now she would have to go home. He picked up 
his coat. “ I’ll drive you. Damn it all, it can't be necessary 
for you to tramp the whole way in black darkness just because 
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that Fru Nilsen mustn’t be offended at your going out motoring 
without her 

Ida Elisabeth squeezed his hand. He was trying to think of 
something to please her But, but 

In a way he was right, she thought, and the quality in him which 
had sometimes affected her as priggishness was not that after all. 
He stood by his people, and it was not merely his own family 
he meant by that, but the type they represented : sober-minded 
folk, who (hdn’t care for big words and lots of butter, though it 
seemed to her they could swallow a good deal of that kind of 
thing on festive occasions, at meetings and the like. They were 
industrious too, and as Tryggve said, they knew how slow is the 
growth of all those things which life cannot dispense with, and 
how those who have to do with such things must be content to 
serve a long apprenticeship and to plod on steadily. They knew 
just as well as others what canting phrases can be made of such 
things as faithfulness and tradition and rectitude and self-respect 
and diligence and frugality — but God help us all if there were 
none who could thrust in their hand and feel the hard reality 
behind the phrases, for then we should all go to ruin. Tryggve 
was brought up in all that, and if he clung to it as he did, it was 
not merely because he believed in it, but because he had learnt 
this belief and these ideas from someone of whom he was im- 
mensely fond. He had something to defend, and that does not 
make one indulgent towards the attackers. The kind of people 
he called scrap metal — well, he only saw the mischief they brought 
about, he had never looked into them. Nor had any of these 
light-eyed people with the broad white foreheads — ^both he and 
Ingvild had such handsome, clear foreheads, but all the same 
there was something about them which reminded one of the fore- 
head of a bull, all the more as their light brown hair curled so 
rebelliously in a forelock, Ingvild had loved her piece of scrap 
metal of a husband, passionately and stubbornly — ^but if one 
knows how such a person looks on the inside, one does not Ime 
him; normal human beings do not fall in love with what is 
infected and deformed. 

But one does not leave them to their fate either, when one 
has seen them on the inside — without once trying if one can help. 
— Or some do so. And others cannoL And she herself — well, 
perhaps she was like one who has grown up in a hospital ; her 
father and mother might certainly be classed as scrap metal — 
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except that the fault in them did not appear until they were sub- 
jected to a certain strain, and then they broke. However, this 
was only metaphorical — Shuman beings are not castings, and 
chance had taught her how they suffer, those who cannot meet 
force with force, who derive no benefit from adversity, never 
learn to understand why they are badly off, but wait like chil- 
dren for someone to come and help them — and then they either 
do not suffer anything to speak of, because they are convinced 
all the time that somebody will come and pick them up, or else 
they are beside themselves with despair like children lying alone 
in an empty house 

She had come by degrees to the conclusion that after all there 
was something in what Cecilie Oxley had insisted on in old days 
— ^it was perhaps necessary that there should be some who had 
a sort of call to be mothers and sisters to all and sundry. To 
be yoxmg and in love and to wish one could feel and act as though 
we two are one thing and all the rest of the world something else 
— that was happiness^ no doubt most people felt that in their 
hearts. But if this instinct of happiness were really such that 
no one could resist it — ^if no one could hold out against this thirst 
within him — well, then there would be an end of mercy in this 
world. Then finally there could be no question of leniency for 
the disabled and those who can never help themselves 

But there was no need for her to apply this to herself — ^it was 
not a discovery that she need feel anxious or sad about. It was 
certainly a good thing that there were women who were willing 
to become nuns — she could now concede that much to Ciss & 
Ciss, But at any rate it was not a problem that was actual for 

her Only it was madness to imagine Tryggve and the boys 

should be incompatible quantities. 

But the moment she had thought this out clearly, it was as 
though a hand took hold of her heart and squeezed it. Oh, but 
it was all xmreasonableness. The boys were unreasonable in 
their jealous dislike of him. And he was unreasonable in his 
distrust of her children 
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T he day she could at last pack Else and Bojan and their 
baggage, which she had had to supplement and overhaul, 
into a car and see them drive off to the Smithy, Ida Elisabeth 
was so relieved and happy that she could not contain herself ; 
she rang up Tryggve as soon as her workwomen had gone in 
the evening. 

“ Congratulations ! ” His voice was gay. “ But look here — 
IVe got to go to town to-morrow, to a conference. And then 
there are those Hungarians giving a concert. I’d like very much 
to hear them — wouldn’t you ? Can’t you take a day off and 
come up with me ? Honestly — don’t you think we both deserve 
an evening off ? ” 

He made short work of her little objections : hadn’t she any 
shopping to do in town ? They coxdd dine late just before 
going to the concert, and then if they drove off as soon as it was 
over she could be home in good time — ^and the next day was 
Sunday — and he didn’t mind cutting out supper, “ unless you’ll 

stand me a cup of tea when we get home 

Ida Elisabeth was very anxious to go and accepted. 

Carl was lying on the sofa in her room, buried in a book. He 
looked up as she passed through the room. Ajre you going to 
be away to-morrow ? ” 

“Yes, I have some things to do in town. And Tryggve’s 
just offered to take me in his car. So I may just as well go 
to-morrow.” 

She had planned a regular festivity with the boys for this 
evening. They were no more in love than she was with this aunt 
who stayed on and on — the longer her visit lasted, the more 
difficult it had been to restrain Carl in particular from mani- 
festing his impatience too plainly. One day he had said, entirely 
without provocation : “ I remember you stayed with us when 
we were living at Berfjord, Aimt Else — once when you were 
giving me my bath the water was absolutely boiling hot.” 
“ Fancy, I don’t remember that,” Else had replied with her silly 
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smile. ** No, it wasn’t you that got scalded.” But Carl ! ” 
his mother admonished him, and the boy went on with sup- 
pressed rage : “ Don’t you remember either, mother ? — you had 
to powder me all over with potato flour.” 

— While she thought of it : “ You’ll have to have your baths 
this evening, boys, as I shall be away to-morrow evening. You 
shall have pine needles in your bath water for a treat 

Carl said sulkily : “ Must we put on our dirty things again 
after our bath ? ” — No, you’ll have to change this evening,” — 

Shan’t I have a clean shirt on for Sunday, then ? ” — Oh yes. 
I’ll mend one of the check ones so that you can wear it to-morrow, 
and then you’ll have the new green one for Sunday.” 

She took his old check shirts out of the drawer, turned them 
over to see which was least washed-out — better to mend it at 
once, of course, there were some buttons missing. 

“ Am I to go to school with that on ? ” There was an abysmal 
sense of injury in the boy’s voice. 

‘‘ Yes — ^it’s clean and there are no holes in it. I don’t suppose 
your schoolfellows are so elegant that they’ve never seen a faded 
shirt before.” 

His face twitched and twitched — ^his eyes filled with tears 
behind the spectacles — the tears began to trickle down his cheeks. 
When his mother took off his spectacles, dried them, “ There, 
there, Carl,” and kissed him lightly on the hair — you’re too 
big to cry for a thing like that ” — ^he was shaking with suppressed, 
convulsive sobbing. 

Ida Elisabeth drew him to her. Hush, darling. You must 
stop now, my dear — ^I’m going to get supper ready, I thought 
you’d have come out and helped me a little 

His distress subsided a little when she set him to work ; he 
cut the loaf and warmed the plates in boiling water. His mother 
prepared the meal — ^poached eggs on slices of white bread fried 
in butter, two for each; that was the established delicacy for 
great occasions. And Marte Bo’s mutton sausage which only 
appeared on Sundays in the usual way. 

When they had had supper Ida Elisabeth brought out the 
old album of picture post cards from London and told them for 
the thousandth time about her going there with her father and 
mother. Actually she did not remember very much — she was 
only four or five at the time — 2. house full of cockatoos that 
screamed worse than anything she had heard, and there were 
birds of all the colours to be found in the paint-box — and a 
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dromedary that wanted to eat Herman’s straw hat. — ^Little Buster 
yelled with delight as usual, but Carl only smiled in a doubtful 
way. — And then there was a man who stood in the street selling 
tarantulas — that’s a kind of spider, and these were made of 
coloured tin and had wire legs covered with chenille. The man 
wound them up and they flew about the pavement, and although 
there was such a crowd of people in the street, all English of 
course except grandfather and grandmother and us children, 
they got out of the way and took care not to interfere with the 
man’s tarantulas, but none of them looked annoyed at having 
to walk round. She had been afraid of her own tarantula — 
for grandfather bought one for each of the children, but they 
looked so horrid, and besides, grandmother told them how 
dangerous the real live tarantulas were — and she was never really 
sure whether this one of hers was alive or might come to life. 
Grandmother didn’t like them either. I really don’t think that 
was a thing to buy, Carl 

After that the boys had a pine-needle bath and marched off 
to bed in clean pyjamas. And when she said good night to them 
Carl’s face was again wet with tears and his lips were hot and 
trembling. 

The boys were at school when they left next day, and Ida 
Elisabeth’s morning was entirely taken up with shopping and a 
visit to the dentist. Try^ye had in'sdted a friend and his wife 
to dine with them at the Victoria, but when the others wanted 
them to come up to their villa after the concert — the yoimg wife 
was very anxious to get up a supper party and to bring in two or 
three more of Tryggve’s friends — Toksvold said straight out : 

We’ll have to leave that for another time, Agga — you see, Fru 
Braato has two boys at home and must go back to them.” Fru 
Agga then asked Ida Elisabeth all sorts of questions about her 
children, how old they were and so on — and plimged into endless 
descriptions of her own two little ones, a boy and a girl. — And 
the concert was delightful, Tryggve was very fond of music. 

When once we’re married we’ll come up as often as we can, 
when anybody comes who is somebody.” And that would un- 
questionably be interesting — after all the years in which she had 
actually heard no music but that of Hansen’s harmonium. 

The night had turned quite mild when they drove out of 
town, with a few flakes of snow floating in the light of the lamps. 
They had not gone very far when the road in front was white 
with the first thin coat of snow. The firs were lightly powdered 
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with it as they drove into the forest — thicker and thicker the 
snow-flakes danced in the light. The night air tasted quite sweet 
in its purity. I expect this will be our last drive this year 

Their clothes were fairly white when they entered the passage 
at Viker, and their voices were rather loud and cheerful, as 
is the way when people shake off the first snow of the year. 
Ragnhild had laid a tea-table for two in Ida Elisabeth’s room. 

As Ida Elisabeth went through the boys’ room to make the 
tea in the kitchen, she noticed by his breathing that Carl was 
awake. She crossed over and said good evening to him. 

Then she heard Toksvold calling from the other room : 

‘‘ You’d better come in and have a cup with us, if your mother 
will let you — ^as you’re awake. May he, Ida ? ” 

When she came in with the tea-tray the two were surrounded 
by a mass of packing-paper which was spread all over the floor 
round a big plant in a pot — a. giant chrysanthemum only half 
unpacked. Carl had a finger in his mouth, the tears were run- 
ning down his face, and Tryggve Toksvold stood looking down 
at him ; he appeared annoyed. 

“ Well, this is for you — so I asked Carl to help me unpack 
it — you say he’s so fond of flowers. And then he scratched him- 
self on a pin 

Ida Elisabeth stroked the boy’s hair. “ You mustn’t cry like 

that, Carl. — Go and sit down, both of you, and let me 

She removed the last of the tissue-paper that was wrapped about 
each of the five huge pale green blooms. “ How lovely they 
are ! ” 

The most natural thing would have been to throw herself 
on the man and thank him for the flowers in a volley of kisses 
— if the boy had not been standing there. And it would have 
been equally natural to take her little son who loved flowers 
by the hand and let him share her admiration of their loveliness 
— ^if they had not been a present from Tryggve. As it was she 
looked at them with a vague melancholy — she had never seen 
these giant chrysanthemums without a plate-glass window be- 
tween her and the flowers, since she was a little girl and smelt 
at them and touched them with the tip of her tongue, on early 
mornings at home at Holstenborg, before her parents were up. 
She had never had such flowers in her own house. She would 
tell Tryggve this, but could not do so now 

She poured out the tea. Carl still looked tearful — ^and it 
struck her again how thin and poorly he was looking this autumn, 
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less attractive even than usual. She fetched the parcel of cream 
buns — they were really meant for to-morrow’s breakfast, but he 
would have to have one now. 

I don’t want it,” said Carl in a low voice. 

‘‘ Oh yes, you do — you like nothing better, your mother says. 
Take one, when she’s bought them for you.” 

Carl gave a sidelong glance at the buns. His mother saw he 
did want them — ^it was a kind of impotent, childish attempt to 
demonstrate pride or self-assertion, when he refused to touch 
them. But tihe cream buns were too tempting — ^with a sour 
little grimace he took one. And this wasn’t nice — since it was 
yielding to a temptation, however ridiculous. 

Trifles, she tried to think, trifles. But she could not help 
it, these trifles reminded her of the instruments she had seen on 
board boats in old days, with little narrow pointers that quivered 
and swung. Little tidn blue-black pointers, but their vibration 
denoted the whole course of the great steamship and the working 
of her engines. 

You’re not sulking, a big boy like you, because your mother 
has been out for an evening ? ” No, no, don’t say anything, 
thought Ida Elisabeth uncomfortably — but if she asked him to 
stop it would only make things worse. Carl gave the man a 
harassed and hostile look. 

Will you have any more tea — Tryggve ? — Carl ? ” 

Thanks,” Toksvold held out his cup, “ She’s been sitting 
at home eveiy evening for a whole month to entertain yoxir aunt 
— 2i lady who has nothing in common with your mother except 
that she’s aunt to you boys.” 

Ugh, no ‘‘ Well, no, Tryggve, I am really fond of Else 

in a way — you must remember that. She was quite sweet when 
she was a girl ” — ugh, that didn’t seem to make it any better. 

Fear and shyness and defiance were struggling in the boy’s 
face as Carl looked up. 

I suppose she won’t be so much at home — now that aunt’s 
gone he said in a low voice. 

Well, what then ? ” Toksvold replied sharply. ‘‘ She’s been 
sitting at home with you every blessed evening for several years. 
Do you think there are many mothers like that nowadays, Carl ? 
You must learn to put up with it if she moves a few steps from 
home now that you’re getting such big boys.” 

Ida Elisabeth got up and put her arm round the boy’s neck. 

I never thought it a bore to sit at home with you, my children 
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— because I^m fond of you. I’ve never cared for any company 
except that of those I’m fond of. It’s because I’m fond of 
Tryggve too that I sometimes go out with him. My dear ! ” 
She Mssed Carl on the forehead. — What I should like best would 
be his company and yours at all times — she dared not say this 
aloud. 

“ Don’t you think you ought to give that boy cod-liver oil ? ” 
asked Toksvold as she came out on the steps with him. I 
don’t know much about such things, but I’ve read that cod-liver 
oil is supposed to be good for nervous children 

She was still clearing up and unpacking her purchases when 
the telephone rang in the work-room. Trembling with nervous- 
ness she went to answer it — ^it had never happened before that 
she had been rung up in the middle of the night ; she knew it 
was a terrible business waking up the exchange. 

“ Ida ! ” It was Toksvold. Brekke — ^Ingvild’s husband, 
you know — died this afternoon. There was a message for me 
when I came in. So I’m leaving at once by the night train. 
Fracture of the skull, as far as I can imderstand — ^he had had a 
fall in the street the night before. Poor Torstein — ^it was a sad 
ending. I just wanted to let you know. I’ll try and telephone 
on Monday. — Take care of yourself till we meet again.—feood 
night, Ida dear, sleep well 

Poor thing, she thought — ^and meant no one in particular — 
the dead man, and Ingvild and her children — and many more, 

Tryggve had sounded genuinely grieved No doubt he was 

so in a way — and presumably it was an intense relief in another 
way, but he would not admit this xmtil a sufEcient time had 
elapsed to enable him to say with decency : after all it was the 
best thing for all concerned. 

Several weeks followed in which Toksvold was constantly on 
the move — ^at home to attend to* his ovm business and away to 
look after his sister’s affairs. Ingvild Brekke had collapsed ^to- 
gether. “ It’s quite incomprehensible,” said Tryggve, with a 
thoughtful look. “ She must have been fond of the swine right 
up to the last ! Well, poor man — de mortuis^ et cetera, he was a 
stout fellow once upon a time, to look at anyway, and I must 
say he had no mean opinion of himself. But that she should 
never have done vdth him It was unpleasant to see the 
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children tinable to conceal the fact that their father^s death re- 
lieved them of a terrible strain, but of course it pained their 
mother when she noticed it. Outwardly Ingvild was fairly self- 
controlled, but she had taken it into her head that she would 
sell her boarding-house and leave the town, feeling she could 
not stay in a place where everyone had known Torstein only as 
he was at the last. 

The body had been taken home to Land — Brekke came from 
there originally — ^and a number of his family and hers had 
attended the funeral. Tryggve would have liked Ida Elisabeth 
to come, but she declined. At this gathering there had been a 
talk of Ingvild Brekke taking over Bjdmstad’s hotel — ^the aunt 
wished to retire. 

The place isn’t what it was. And times are bad for hotel- 
keepers, like the rest. Though Ingvild ought to be able to work 
it up — ^for summer visitors.” So Aat had entailed some travel- 
ling about — ^he had to find out how his sister’s affairs could best 
be arranged. 

This meant that he had to be away for the whole of Christmas. 
He was sorry for this, but Ida Elisabeth thought that after all 
it was just as well : this would be the last Christmas Eve she 
could spend alone with her boys — ^if all went as they intended. 

Letters arrived the morning after Christmas Day. Carl fetched 
them in and laid them on the little table by the divan which 
served her as a bedside table. Ida Elisabeth was just clearing 
away the breakfast ; she moved her cup and the coffee-pot over 
— would take another drop while she looked at her Christmas 
letters and the paper in peace and comfort. 

Be careful now The boys were going out with their 

new little sledges. Whether their dislike of Tryggve Toksvold 
were great or not, it did not extend to these Christmas presents 
of his. That was one of the things that weighed on Ida Elisa- 
beth’s mind. The boys’ attitude towards her fiance continued 
to be reserved, for all she kne'\^ downright hostile, but they had 
accustomed themselves to expect presents from him. Money 
too 

There were cards from Anne Mosgaard — ^from her sempstresses 
— ^and a thick letter, addressed in a handwriting that she knew 
was familiar and that called up a vague idea of unpleasantness 
even before she recognized it. Then she looked at the postmark 
— ^it was from her former mother-in-law. 
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She held it in her hand without opening it — ^laid it aside and 
looked through the rest of her mail- A little letter from Olise 
Langeland, a card from Fru Holter of Myhre & Co., one or 

two engraved cards from business connections 

— ^But she couldn’t do anything to her now. Just as well to 
get it over. — She tore open the envelope and fished out the wad 
of crumpled sheets : 

My dear good trusty Lisken I 

“ To begin with you must have a real good Christmas hug in 
gratitude for all you have done for my little girls ” — oh, was that 
all. — ^Ida Elisabeth ran through the &st few pages. 

“ Ahy Lisken, if I could only tell you how you have rejoiced 
and cheered papa and me by giving us this proof of your faithful, 
warm-^hearted nature. I can assure you, in these years when mis^ 
fortunes have been positively showered upon us, we hcrve learnt to 
appreciate such faithful friendliness. Very often in the course of 
these years our thoughts have gone to you, who nevertheless for so 
many years were as dear to us as one of our own. You must not 
think I do not understand the action you took on getting wind of 
Frithjofs infatuation ; I understand ihat you could not help feeling 
offended and wounded in your most sacred feelings ” — ^hell, and 

wasn’t it fated too that I should run into Jeja that day 

I assume that Else has told you the sad story of Geirmund. 
Yes, Lisa dear, we have made our preparations for Christmas as 
usual, and by the holy evening 1 shall have my poor boy home. 
Need I tell you that here he will be met with open armSy without 

a word of reproach^ — 1 don’t think 

‘‘ But as no doubt you have also heard Frithjof has now been 
attacked by the same insidious disease which tore our darling little 
Merete from us. And I cannot bear the thought of eocposing Geir-- 
mund and Vikarr to the same infection {Herjulf, who, asyouprob^ 
ably know, has returned from America, is at present employed at 
Rostesund, thanks to Director Meisling^s interest). So now for my 
children's sake I have gone on my last and saddest round of beg-- 
ging, writing to relations and friends to provide funds for sending 
Frithjof to a sanatorium. Papa and I have then had the idea 
that possibly the pure dry air of the East Country might offer him 
a last chance of salvation. {The opinion was expressed when Merete 
lay dying that perhaps a stay at an inland sanatorium might have 
saved her) Our thoughts were then directed very naturally to 
the many well-known sanatoria which are situated in the immediate 
neighbourhood of your present place of residencel^ 
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No, thatll do now ! Ida Elisabeth let the letter drop into 
her lap. No, we won’t have any of that ! 

So Frithjof is leaving here on the afternoon of Christmas 
Day ” — God Almighty, he’s already on the way ! — She glanced 
through the last pages. To Fjeldberg — ^the most expensive sana- 
torium of all, eh ? Now he will have his sister near hinty 

for you krum what a bond there has always been between Else and 
Friihjof ” — ^no, indeed I don’t — and will he able to see his children 
again of whom he has so often spoken with ardent longing in the 
course of these yearsJ^^ 

Ah — ^that too ! There was no avoiding it. Bitterness sud- 
denly sent the tears to her eyes. After never having asked after 
his children for all these years he chose to turn up just at the 
moment when she herself had found out how insecure the re- 
lations between her and the boys had grown — ^between her and 
Carl in any case ; Tryggve was so small that he was still like 
pulp, but an echo of Carl in many ways. And then their father 

bursts in just now Longing, he ! To see them again — 

why, he had never even seen the little one. 

She flung the letter down on the divan and sat thinking. 

Telegraph to Tryggve, that was her first impulse. Ask him 
to come home at once. He must be able to find some way 
<mt. Stop Frithjof in Oslo, get him taken in somewhere — there 
must be several sanatoria in the neighbourhood of town. — But 
that wouldn’t do, on account of the boys 

Wasn’t it the fact, by the way, that as a rule patients had 
to wait a fairly long time for admission to a tuberculosis sana- 
torium } 

She went into the next room and rang up Doctor Lund at 
Fjeldberg. Yes, they were expecting a patient, a Herr Braato, 
they had been notified of him a month ago. “ Is he a relation 
of yours, madam ? ” Ida Elisabeth explained that he was her 
divorced husband. “ Is that so ? Well, if there’s an5rthing you’d 
like to discuss with me about the matter, you know I’m glad to 
be of any service.” Thanks, thanks 

“ I know I shcdl not appeal in vain to your generosity in asking 
you to meet Frithjof at the station and look after himy^ the letter 
said. And — times are so different now from what they were 
when papa and I were young — it is an everyday occurrence for 
divorced people to meet and associate on a friendly footingy and no 
doubt we may regard this as an advance in the direction of broad- 
mindednessl' — Yes, wouldn’t you like it, mother ? 
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Then she had a feeling that perhaps she was exaggerating. She 
had no objection to meeting him at the train and driving with 
him up to Fjeldberg — but she would have to do it in such a 
way that she would have no more to do with his affairs ; she 
simply hadn’t time to run all that way and visit him. And at 
the big sanatorium, where there were patients from every part 
of the country almost, there was nothing very remarkable — ^it 
was unpleasant of course, but not such a sensational affair as it 
seemed to her — ^in the fact that the man to whom she had once 
been married had also landed there. 

God, how angry Tryggve would be when he heard it. And 
then he’d be sure to say she ought to have known she could 
expect something of the sort. But indeed she had been very 
far from that ! 

She picked up all the sheets of Borghild Braato’s letter, laid 
them together, and was aimoyed at the difficulty of stuffing 
the whole wad back into the envelope. — So she was the one 
who had imagined she knew what these people were like in- 
wardly, but not a bit of it — such a cuiming, impudently calcu- 
lating old hag was beyond her comprehension : the moment 
she hears that her girls have discovered my whereabouts and 
I’ve been fool enough to hold out a little jfcger to them, she 
comes dashing in 

Rubbish The very worst part of it was that she knew 

very well the other was in good faith in her own way. She 
meant all those flowery phrases, and she believed all she wished 
to believe. She sang all these false notes just as much for her 
own edification as for the benefit of those from whom she wished 
to gain something for herself and those belonging to her. 

Ida Elisabeth sat staring, without seeing it, at the little Christ- 
mas tree that stood in the corner glittering with glass balls and 
tinsel in the pale winter sunshine. Ugh, it was agonizing — ^and 
lucky if it were no worse than ihaU 

If only Tryggve had been at home 

During the next couple of days she did her best not to let the 
boys notice how sorry for herself she was. Then came the 
telegram. To-morrow, train due at half-past two. It was in- 
conceivable that this was real All the time she had been 

expecting in a sort of way that it would turn out an empty threat, 
it would surely pass over. 

When she sent the little one to bed she gave Carl leave to 
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stay up a little longer. He curled up in the rocking-chair with 
a book the Hansens had lent him. Ida Elisabeth was knitting. — 
Would she ever be able to see this blue jersey on her boy without 
recalling all the evil thoughts she had knitted into it ? 

What’s that book you’re so deep in, Carl ? ” 

^ The King of Osterdal,’ ” said the boy with his nc®e in 
the book. 

Can’t you put it down for a moment ; I’ve got something 
to tell you.” 

Carl did so — ^reluctantly ; he looked up at his mother in a 
doubtful way, as though he id not expect any good news exactly. 

“ I’ve had a letter, Carl. To say that your father’s coming 
here on a trip.” 

Father ? ” His face grew tense. “ Do you mean — ^my 

proper father ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth nodded. 

It’s papa, then ? ” He was beaming. 

Yes. — Tell me, Carl, can you remember your father ? ” 
Now it was the boy who nodded — ^rather uncertainly. 

Oh yes. I remember papa very well. — •! remember the time 
Solvi died,” he said in a low voice. “ Papa bled so — ^he must 
have hurt himself too ? — And then I remember when he was 
at home for the last time — -just before we came here, I re- 
member 

Mother and son sat looking at one another. 

— She had scarcely mentioned their father in all these years. 
She did not know what was in the boys’ heads — ^if they thought 
about the matter at all. Did they know that she was ivorced ? 
Had Else talked to them about dieir father ? Had her friend- 
ship with the other during the last half-year made them think 
of their real father — She knew nothing. 

But she had a suspicion that this sudden joy that flared up 
in the boy on hearing that his father was coming, was due to 
an instinctive deduction that here was their ally against the 
stranger. 

^^en is he coming, mother ? ” 

Midday to-morrow.” 

Then I’ll go with you to meet him ! ” 

Yes, of course I’ll let you do that.” There was a sharper 
ring in her voice than she had intended — ^it made her anxious ; 

if only the boy had not been hurt by it 

** Now you must eat your orange, my boy, and go to bed.” 
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Carl jfinished eating his orange in thoughtful silence, and got 
up. Good night, mother 

“ — ^Have you told Tryggve that papa’s coming ? ” he asked 
at the door. 

Which Tryggve do you mean ? But she merely said ; 

“ I have told no one but you. As yet.” 

She sat with her knitting in her hands and did not move till 
she heard Carl getting into bed. Then she went in, put out the 
lamp and kissed him good night. — Are you glad your father’s 

coming ? She was not equal to putting the question — ^and 

she felt deep within her that he was. 

Mother,” Carl asked, as she was leaving the room, “ does 
papa know that I wear spectacles ? ” 

No, I’m sure he doesn’t.” 

Oh ! It’s come to that — ^it cheers me to see a little shadow 

come over the boy’s delight at his father’s arrival 
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W HAT the boys might have said to each other in the morn- 
ing she did not know. 

** Is papa going to sleep in Aunt Else’s room ? ” asked Carl 
in the course of the forenoon. 

“ No, he’s going up to Fjeldberg.” 

‘‘ Fjeldberg — ^but that’s — ^is papa ill ? ” 

“ Yes, he’s not quite well. That’s why he’s coming here. 
Your grandmother thinks a stay in the air here will do him good.” 

Poor little fellow — ^now he had something more to puzzle 
over. 

She made the car come to Viker to fetch them. Instinctively 
she had already begun to dread her future here. Tryggve^s 
ojEce at the comer, the hotel where she had gone in and out 
with him. — People had talked about them ; that had worried 
her very little— ^ut now that the news of her former husband 

being here would soon be all over the place Ugh, how right 

Tryggve had been : it doesn’t matter a damn what folks say so 
long as you don’t prove them right in any of it. 

Carl sat on the flap seat facing her. His serious little face 
looked as if a whole new world of thoughts were springing up in 
the boy’s mind. Thoughts of which she knew nothing — she 
could only guess. Perhaps she would never get to know any- 
thing. She knew from her own childhood how much there is 
about which children cannot talk to grown-ups. If the grown- 
ups try to question them — that is the worst thing they can do. 
Or again, there are some children who like it, put up with it — 
she had always had a feeling that such children are like fruit the 
peel of which has been pecked through by birds ; they cannot 
keep healthy. But it was a thing which had never before con- 
cerned her personally. Now she saw in a flash how happy and 
comfortable had been the relations between her and her children : 
right up to last summer there had never been anything in their 
life wMch made trust and confidence two separate things. 

In black bitterness of heart she was thinking : and there is no 

300 



IDA ELISABETH 


way out. At any rate none that she could take. Not at this 
time of day. Now that the boy facing her had become an un- 
known quantity. — And it was not her fault. — The only miserable 
alleviation was to yield to spiteful thoughts, when her mind turned 
to Frithjof s mother, — God, how she hated her. All of them for 
that matter. 

The little one sat by her side, beaming with delight at being 
given a drive in the finest car in the place. It was upholstered in 
light grey cloth with a lot of fine straps and tassels, and there 
were cut-glass vases in it with bouquets of terribly faded artificial 
flowers. The car had been used for weddings in Oslo, the children 
said. 

The moment she saw Frithjof appearing on the platform of the 
railway car her agitation vanished. The irritation of the last few 
days became a bad dream from which she had awakened. Poor 
man, he was only an element in a past so distant that she had quite 
done with it. — ^He had scarcely changed — ^though he had grown 
a good deal thinner, and the flesh of his face had become rather 
flabby. Wanted a shave badly — ^blond, young, washed out. He 
was quite well dressed, in an ulster and brand-new brown 
shoes. 

‘‘ Ida Elisabeth ! He came forward with his arms stretched 
out in a way that reminded her of flippers, and she met his flutter- 
ings with her hearty greeting and the powerful handshake that 
stopped him there. She felt the boys^ big eyes watching them 
— noting too that their father called her by what they Imew to 
be her fiill name, but had never heard anyone use ; here she was 
always Ida. 

“ Well, here you have me back again, Lisken ! — ^And there we 
have the children — no, how big and bonny you’ve grown since 
papa saw you last ! Kalleman ! ” Frithjof threw his arms round 
the boy and kissed him with emphasis. ‘‘ And so that’s Tryggve 

He looked slightly confused for a moment, but then 

recovered heart and spread out his arms. “ Will Tryggve give 
papa a kiss too ? ” 

— ^I shall have to tell him that as soon as we’re alone — that he 

mustn’t kiss the children 

But how like Solvi he is, Ida Elisabeth ! ” 

‘‘ Have you any registered baggage ? Look here, Moe will 
get it for you. Carl, can you take your father’s handbag ? ” At 
the head of the procession she hurried away to the car. — Of 
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course they had been observed with interest by all the six or eight 
people who were at the station, 

Tryggve Toksvold would be away till after Twelfth Day, And 
Ida Elisabeth could not bring herself to write anything about this 
new dispensation of providence — she had tried once or twice but 
tore up the letters again. For that matter Tryggve seemed to 
be always moving about — she had a card from him from Oslo 
and a letter written from an hotel at Roykenvik. 

At last he rang her up one morning. He had arrived by the 
night train. ‘‘ Gan’t you come and dine with me at the hotel ? 
You can guess I’m longing pretty badly to have a talk with you 
again,” 

If you’re not too busy this morning — ^I’d like awfully to 
come over at once — ^may I come up to the office ? ” 

— ^It had not been much more than a week, but it felt like years. 
— Burman jumped up on seeing her fetch hat and coat. The dog 
lay down ifet in front of her feet, wagging his tail and barking as 
she stood holding her coat to the stove, jumped up again squirm- 
ing and whisking to the door and back— just as he went on every 
afternoon when Carl put on his things to go to the sanatorium. 
— And that was another reason why she did not like it, knowing 
Frithjctf’s ways with dogs — and Burman’s thick coat was just 
made for carrying bacilli. It was true they were out in the park 
all the time, when Frithjof had the children with^him — Doctor 
Lund had seen to that — ^but all the same 

The mist along the river was bitingly raw when she came out. 
The rising ground on the other side of the road lost itself in 
fog, all grey with snow-covered forest which was coated all over 
with hoar frost. In her little garden only a few tops of the lilac- 
bushes stood out white as coi^s from the frozen, rime-covered 
snow. The dog darted away in front of her, black and round with 
his tail jauntily curled over his back, turned to her again, swim- 
ming with enjoyment through the snow-drifts by the side of the 
road. “ Good dog.” She patted him as he jumped up at her. 
“ It’s not good to be a human, Burman ; it’s better to be a dog 

on a Hg form It was Kari Presttangen who used to say 

that. 

Her heart was burning with anxiety and sympathy with Carl. 

As early as the third day, when Carl gave his brother the order : 
" Put on your things now, we’re going up to papa,” the little one 
answered : “ I don’t want to.” 
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“ Yes, hurry up. I’ll work the sledge — ^I’U pull you up all the 
hills if you like.” 

No, I won’t. It’s such a bore talking to papa.” 

“ Nonsense, Tryggve, you mustn’t say such things,” she had 
interposed. ‘‘ Why, you hardly know your father yet.” 

‘‘ Oo — I think he’s just like Aunt Else. I don’t like him,” said 
the boy with embarrassment. I say, mother, why does he call 
you Lisken ? I think that’s so ugly. But Ida Elisabeth, thafs a 
nice name, mother.” 

I’m glad you think so. But now you can put on your things 
and go with Carl to-day as it’s such fine weather. Remember 
you’re so small that you won’t be able to go all that way when 
it isn’t nice weather.” 

But poor little Carl — she guessed that his father represented a 
terrible disappointment for him — or worse, a defrauding. He 
kept a tight hold on himself. No doubt it was better too, if he 
could fight his way through this without speaking to anyone 
about it. But it was a bitter injustice that the boy should not 
have been spared this. 

One thing was that Frithjof treated the boys as though they 
were still little children ; she realized this when she went with 
them to see him on Sunday. As though his fatherliness had been 
put away in a drawer since the time they were at Berfjord, and 
he had now taken it out again. — And then both boys were fairly 
bashful — were used to being left in peace as much as possible by 
their little selves. Any obtrusiveness made them bristle up 
instinctively. 

Of course she was also terribly afraid of infection. Unless 
Frithjof had completely changed he would naturally be pulling 
the children about in season and out of season — the thoughtless 
petting which was the order of the day in his family. For he 
hinoself would not admit that there was anything much the matter 
with him ; he declared in mysterious terms that the presence of 
tubercle had never been ascertained, but he had broken some- 
thing inside him, which was the cause of the haemorrhages, but 
some natural healer at home had said it might heal up with rest 
and good nursing, and that was why he had not opposed mamma’s 
wish that he should enter the sanatorium, 

Toksvold jumped up and came towards her the moment she 
opened the door of his office. He grasped her hand. 

“ Bless my soul, you look quite — ^it must have taken it out of 
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you properly He pushed forward the chair she usually 

sat in. 

Oh, then youVe heard ? She had almost expected it. 
They heard everything at the hotel. 

‘‘ Oh yes. Now we’re in the soup ! ” 

Ida Elisabeth took oS her gloves, unbuttoned her coat and 
took a cigarette from the box he pushed across to her. 

‘‘ Well — what did I say, Ida ? ” 

You understand, it’s mother-in-law ” — ^she wished at once 
that she had used another word — who arranged this.” 

Just so, yes. The daughters write home to mamma that Ida 
is the same old — softy is what they have in their minds. And 
then you have the old woman on you ! ” 

It’s not like that either, Tryggve. — She called to mind that 
she had never told him of what there had been between her and 
Frithjof as adolescents — ^simply because she thought at the time 
that it had nothing to do with her present self. She might well 
have done so then — and Tryggve would have seen that she had 
been nothing but a little girl who was whirled round by every- 
thing and everybody till she was giddy. Now she could not 
possibly tell him — now it would make an entirely different 
impression on him. 

WdB, excuse my asddng. But is it you that are paying for 
him at Fjeldberg ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth turned red. 

“ No. At least — ^his mother has got together enough to 
pay something like a couple of months for him. If he will 
move down to The Hill it will last a little longer. But you 
know 

“ I had a long talk with Doctor Lund, after he had examined 
him. And it appears that the illness is far advanced ; it’s not easy 
to say how it may go. But he has not had a temperature since 
the first day or two after the journey, and he eats well. — So I was 
thinking, he ought to stay here in any case till the spring. — ^I have 
about fourteen hundred crowns left of that bank account, you 
know, and the money was originally intended for the little girl 
who died. So I thiri in a way it would be fair to use it for her 
father, as he’s ill 

“ Well, that of course is a matter that doesn’t concern me.” 
While she was speaking he had been folding the top sheet of the 
pad before him over and over and cutting oS the folds with the 
paper-knife — now he collected all the strips in his hand and 
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crumpled them together. “ I’m not very enthusiastic about the 
whole affair, as you may imagine 

“ In this state of things I can only say it’s rather lucky that I 
shall probably be leaving here. You know I was in my Uncle 
Bjomstad’s business for a few years ; I began there as articled 
clerk. Ola, my cousin who’s carrying on the firm, wants me to 
join it again. Well, nothing is settled yet. But tWe are many 
things in favour of it 

‘‘ Now if this comes off, I propose that we get married pretty 
soon. Have we any real reason for waiting ? And honestly, my 
girl, I think the situation here must be getting rather complicated 
for you ? I’m willing to admit I don’t find it at all amusing — 
here we are, you and I, secretly engaged, as everyone knows — 
and at the same time you’ve brought your former consort and his 
family here to play the good Samaritan with them.” 

Ida Elisabeth looked up at him, but said nothing. 

“ As I was saying — what you do with your own money is a 
matter I certainly don’t intend to interfere with. But it seems 
to me for many reasons that the very fact of your paying for the 
fellow at a sanatorium here makes it advisable that you should 
live somewhere else.” 

‘‘ Frithjof personally is nothing more to me than a ghost — 
from a time I have left so far behmd that I don’t even seem able 
to feel that it is my own past. — Well, I am sorry for him, natur- 
ally 

‘‘ Oh, don’t imagine I’m jealous of him — ^in his present r6Ie. 
But as a ghost, to use your own word, that’s another thing. If 
you’ve done with that past of yours, you simply ought not to let 
its ghosts follow and annoy you. That’s the stupidest thing 
anyone can do, Ida. Let the dead bury their dead, as the Bible 
says.” 

The thing is that they’re not dead. It’s only I who no longer 
have any feeling that they concern me. But I know very well 
that they’re alive ; there’s just as much life in them as there ever 
was, for suffering and being anxious about one another, and 
being impecunious and incapable of understanding why they 
should always be in such trouble 

“ Very well. But if you want to help them, do so in God’s 
name, but do it by cheque — or better still, by money order ; 
that renders all correspondence superfluous. But you yourself 
ought to disappear from the scene.” 

“ There are the boys too that I have to consider,” she said in a 
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very low voice. Can’t you see, it would look odd in their 
eyes — ^if I ran away because their father has come here 

But they know that you’re no longer married to him.” 

I suppose they do. I’ve never said anything about it to 
them. It somehow never occurred to us to talk about what 
happened before we came here. I don’t believe they ever thought 
of it either. We simply lived from day to day. Right up to the 
time when you and I got to know each other.” 

He said quietly : 

‘‘ Of course I can well imagine there is much which those boys 
don’t understand now. But they must get to understand it some 
day. When they’re grown up, if not before.” 

‘‘ I dare say they will. But what one may get to imderstand 
when grown up, Tryggve — ^is no remedy for the suffering one 
goes through as a child. One suffers just as much while it lasts. 
And the efect on one of suffering and being compelled to brood 
on one’s difEculties while growing up — ^I suppose that remains 
much the same, even if one gets to imderstand a good deal of it 
later.” 

Surely children must be taught to be just ? ” said Toksvold 
hotly. 

“ Yes, but they’re not just. Except in the way of sticking up 
for what they think are their own rights and those of their school- 
fellows. For that matter the majority of people seldom learn 
more than that. But one can’t expect children to see the rights 
and wrongs and all sides of a question, especially when it’s dead 
against their own feelings. It would be a pity, I think. It 
would be like putting litde children who ought to be learning 
their multiplication table to study the sort of mathematics they 
do at the nautical school, for instance.” 

** Ida, Ida — you mustn’t be always thinking of such things. 
You won’t make any of us any happier by it.” 

She felt her cheeks go cold with sudden pallor. 

No,” she said very low. — None of us, except — ^perhaps — 
my children in certain contingencies.” 

You can’t mean what was in your head just then,” he 
said. 

She drooped slightly in her chair and looked down at her 
hands, 

“ Tell me, Ida He broke off, got up and went to the 

window. Once or twice he seemed about to say something, but 
checked himself. She was in sheer dismay at the turn things 
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had taken — she had not wished this, but now it seemed the most 
inevitable of all things 

Tell me,” he asked, turning towards her, don’t you care 
for me as you did ? ” 

She looked at him, and then it was as though she could not 
take her eyes off him again. Not care for him-^ God, had she 
ever cared for him as much as now ! His face, and his body, 
which her longing seemed to embrace, stealing in under the 
clothes, and the man, his life and mind and desire of her, soul 
they called it, which set his fine, healthy limbs in motion and 
directed his eyes and determined what he said and did — ^all this 
she loved past endurance. — Oh, it was as though she scarcely 
cared at all for her children when she thought of being his — they 
were only like a drab, heavy weight that was chained to her feet. 
But they were there, she could not come to him without them, 
could not go by his side without having to drag them along with 
her 

“Well, you see — ^IVe had that impression — fairly often — 
lately 

“ It’s not that, Tryggve 

“ What is it, then ? ” 

She felt as though perhaps she might ward off the evil in 
answering as she did. 

“ Can’t you understand — ^it would make a tremendous impres- 
sion on the children if I went away and married you just when 
their father is lying on his deathbed in a sanatorium. — Well, it’s 
unlucky enough that he should have come here just now. — ^I 
expect poor Carl is thinking all sorts of things even as it is 

“ I should rather think so. He’s a queer fish. Nervous as he 
can be.” 

“ You don’t like him,” whispered Ida Elisabeth. 

“ At any rate I do my best to, I think. And let me tell you, 
Ida, to begin with — ^last year when he was laid up and so on — ^I 
really thought him quite an attractive boy. But he doesn’t like 
mey no need for you to tell me that. He’s jealous 

She nodded. “ And that’s the point, you see, Tryggve — ^I 
should always find myself on your side. I don’t believe — I can’t 
imagine that I could ever do an3rthing else, but take your part 
— ^against the boys. Always.” 

“ I see,” he said slowly. “ And don’t you think my part 
would be the right one, as a rule ? Carl is very unreasonable, 
and your youngest has a good deal of the rascal in him, poor little 
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chap. And in reality you and I are quite agreed about what we 
want, aren’t we ? I mean about what is right and honest and 
what line we ought to take with them and so on 

Ida Elisabeth gave a little twitch of the shoulders as though she 
felt cold. 

“ Well — don’t you agree with me ? ” he repeated. 

“Yes. In everything I’m sure I should always agree with 
you.” 

“ Presumably you must also have seen long ago that your 
children have in them a good deal of that nature which — well, at 
any rate I don’t recognize much of your nature in them.” 

“ That’s just it. Alone, I know that I can cope with that streak 
in them — get them pulled over, I mean, every time they come to 
a jump where they try to refuse. — Well, I’m not so sure after all. 
But if anyone can, it must be me, who can teach them not to 
yield to dl kinds of disinclination and bury themselves away in 
whims and fancies and nonsense, whenever they’re faced with a 
difl&culty, instead of trying if they can work their way out of it. 

— But if they had you and me together against them She 

raised her hands and let them drop helplessly. 

He stood looking down at her, she felt. For a single instant 
she ventured to look up and meet his eyes. 

“ God help you, Ida,” he said under his breath. “ You are 
going to make yourself so unhappy ! ” 

She nodded without looking at him, and it was a few moments 
before she had courage to answer : 

“ Don’t you remember — ^we talked so often about these things. 
You said the same — when once one has begim to have children, 
one cannot leave the work half-done. Giving birth is merely 
delivering the raw material, you said ; children are not finished 
and out of their mother’s hands mtil they are grown up, you 
smd. And in such times as those we live in, you said once, 
when there are so many who don’t even own anything outside 
themselves, don’t know what it is to have anything to prove false 
to — shame on him who calls it a sacrifice, you said, if he is called 
upon to give all he can to keep faith, when there are others who 
don’t even own anything to which they can be faithful.” She 
swallowed the tears that forced themselves on her. “ I don’t 
know why it didn’t give me the creeps, our talking so often about 
these things. The same as when people say, there’s a goose 
walking over my grave.” 

“ Oh yes. But when it comes to the point — ^it is different. 
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Faithful, you say. But I never intended you to fail your children. 
But what about me, Ida ? ” 

Oh yes. But I didn’t think ” — the tears got the better of 
her — I didn’t think it was like this, you see. That I can’t come 
to you without dragging with me something which is my own flesh 
and blood and can never be anything but strange to you.” 

She gave him a rapid glance, saw the perplexity in his eyes, 
and then she felt that her despair was complete. 

Oh, how you will regret fliis, Ida ! ” 

*^Yes, I know I shall do that, Tryggve. Times without 
number.” 

Why do you do it, then ? ” 

Ah, why have I done it ! For now it cannot be undone. Now 
he too will discover more and more that the difficulties are too 
formidable 

“ Oh, Ida, Ida — I think you ought to reflect more.” 

Yes, you may be sure I shall do that ! But you too will reflect 
more upon it after this. — ^Oh, how could I do this thing I 

Besides, it may shape itself quite differently from what you 
think, you see. If we move to the other place. Then, for one 
thing, we shoxild have a good many of my family in our neighbour- 
hood, you know. And you’ve got on well with all those you’ve 
met hitherto. Both Anne and Ingvild think a great deal of you. 
We should be living only a dozen miles from Ingvild — could 
send the boys there in the holidays and so on.” 

The thing is, Tryggve, that they have nobody but me, poor 
boys. And it’s my own fault. For I’ve known the Braatos 
nearly all my life, so I ought to have known how it would turn 
out.” 

‘‘ I expect you were too young for that. You were married 
when you were about twenty. Honestly — ^aren’t you rather 
morbidly conscientious ? ” 

“ I don’t know, Tryggve. But it’s all I have to go by — ^my 
conscience — ^when I have to try and straighten out questions of 
right and wrong. God knows I wish I had someone I relied on, 
whom I could ask for advice and guidance, but as I haven’t ? 
Not that I think anybody’s conscience is such a grand thing to 
rely on,” she said bitterly. “ For they’ve all said, everyone I’ve 
known, pretty nearly, that one ought to be guided by one’s con- 
science. And I’ve never seen that it kept them very much from 
doing what they wanted, I believe my father was the only one 
who couldn’t get his conscience to ba<i him up — ^I presume he 
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kept it in alcohol for that very reason ! So it's not that I believe 
my conscience to be more apt than other people's at plain-speak- 
ing, you understand. But as it's all I have to guide me 

“ What about your love, Ida ? " he asked softly. 

“ It tells me that there's nothing else in the world that's worth 
troubling about. There's only you and I. And that's not true, 
as we know." 

The dog had got tired of Ijdng by the radiator and came over to 
Ida Elisabeth, laid his head in her lap and wagged his tail invit- 
ingly ; but as she took no notice of him, he padded across and 
stuck his nose into Toksvold's hand. Tryggve turned his face 
slightly and looked down, as he stroked the dog's handsome black 
head — his expression distantly recalled the look with which he 
had once helped her to wash the blood from Carl, and Ida Elisa- 
beth felt her sorrow running over as it were within her. 

But what is it you want, then ? " he asked as before. ‘‘ For 
you don’t mean to tell me," he went on hastily, that you intend 
to throw in your lot with th<^e people — again ? " 

Ida Elisabeth shuddered. 

“ Oh no. I shall have as little as possible to do with them, 
you tmderstand." 

“ No, I must say I don't understand. What do you think of 
doing, then ? " 

Fighting alone for my diildren, as I have done before.” 

But now the tears came again — she rose abruptly to make her 
escape. And then he was beside her in a flash and had taken 
her in his arms. 

“ Oh no, Ida ! Ida, my dear — ^but this is sheer madness from 
beginning to end ! ” 

She stood sobbing and let him kiss her and kissed him back, 
with her arms roxmd his neck, while the dog bustled uneasily 
about them 

" Ida — we won't say any more about this now ! To-morrow 
will be a new day, you know. — Oh, my poor girl, how you're 

crying — ^Ida, if we're fond of one another ? We'll think no 

more about this, for the present. 

“ — Now you'll come along with me and have dinner ? And 
then we'll go up to my room and sit there, and then — then we 
shan't be like this any more. You're overstrained, that's what it 
is, poor girl. Shall I send a message to Fru Bjorkheim, I expect 
she has something that you could take, to calm you ? And then 

we won't talk any more about this for the present 
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She hung upon him, exhausted, and little by little she got the 
better of her tears. ‘‘ And in the middle of your office hours too 
— ^and you only just come home. I’ll have to go. — Ugh, that I 
should have made such a scene — ^and they must have heard it in 
the outer office 

Yes, you’ve now compromised yourself in so many ways, 
Ida, that you’ll soon have to do something about it,” He tried 
to be jocular. 

She smiled as well as she could. 

“ But now I’m going. No, Tryggve — I won’t stay ; naturally 
you have a lot to get through 

I can work late. The night’s my own, unfortunately 

Ida Elisabeth laughed rather feebly. 

“ Unfortunately I too have a lot to get done.” 

Yes, damn it all, you always have,” he answered with a 
grimace. 

And then he embraced and kissed her again. — Oh no, it was 
not all over between them after all. — But she knew, even as they 
stood thus in each other’s arms, that she had severed the living 
bond between them. It felt nom as though it must be able to 
grow together again ; so it would feel as long as the woimd still 
bled, but little by little it would cease to bleed, and then it would 
shrink up, and they might go their different ways ; he would 
realize this in time 



CHAPTER TWELVE 


I T was not all over so soon as that. — ^At times Ida Elisabeth 
felt herself longing for the end to come. Then an interval 
passed in which she did not hear from him ; she could not 
help coimting the days : it had never been so long between 
his letters. And she was beside herself with impatience and 
despair : it was not all over, something or other might happen 
which would make all well again. Then there came a little 
letter-card from him ; he had to come back here for a while 
next week. “ Looking forward to seeing you again.” 

She was to dine with him at Bjorkheim’s the day after his 
arrival. Ida Elisabeth dreaded it as she walked there. She had 
a feeluig that she would find tJiey had already moved some 
distance apart. 

It was sudi a fresh and sparkling winter day — ^the glare of 
the sunlight on the frozen snow actually hurt the eyes. Against 
the deep blue sky the firs stood almost bare of snow after the 
late storm ; in some way they reminded one of flames, there 
was such a blaze of gold on the green boughs. And deep within 
her lay a dull sense of oppression — she seemed to know that 
she was going to be lonely in a way of which she had had no 
knowledge in her previous life — ^the contrast between the radiant 
beauty of the day and her own despondency made her see this 
yet more clearly. 

On the road in front of her a flock of children approached, 
coming from school. A whole crowd of little sledges in the 
middle of the road, and on the deep snow-drifts at the sides 
were children on skis. The shouts of childish voices and the 
crunching of the snow imder their feet and the soft patter of skis 
and sticfe blended into something which reminded her of the 
noise of a flock of migrating birds. Ida Elisabeth looked out 
for Carl. The children were red in the face with the cold, their 
noses were chapped from wiping with frozen ^oves. By the by, 
thought Ida Elisabeth, I must remember to call at Manon’s ” 
for vaseline and frost ointment. 
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Carl was among the last. His mother stopped and spoke to 
him, told him that Tryggve was down at the ski-jump in Enger’s 
field ; Carl must get him home, as Ragnhild had promised to 
get dinner ready for them, but she hadn’t much time. Carl 
said yes and did not ask where she was going. 

Close to where they were standing was a group of aspens 
on the edge of a field. In thinking of this day in after times 
she remembered the fine, genial look of the grey-green stems 
with the winter sunshine upon them. Masses of golden yellow 
lichen grew upon them in round patches, and behind the trees 
their blue shadows lay across the snow. 

Tryggve Toksvold was waiting for her in the hall of the hotel, 
and when he had brought her in among the rows of pegs he 
kissed her, as he took her coat and hung it up. “ Won’t you 
take off your hat ? ” Then she was angry with herself — ^she did 
not know what impulse had made her want to keep her hat on 
during dinner, as though to signify that their intimacy was on 
the decline. She took it off, but then she regretted that : as 
she stood powdering herself before the glass she thought the 
last few weeks had made a difference in her looks, but the little 
black hat was so becoming. 

He had on a new suit, she saw, bluish grey, but far too blue 
for her taste. 

There was an unusual crowd of people in the dining-room, 
for the time of year. A meeting, Toksvold explained ; the only 
room they could give him when he arrived last night was a little 
den at the back : “ pretty cool, don’t you think, when I’ve 
lived here for three years. But at any rate Magda promised 
we should have coffee in her private room.” 

Never had the dining-room at Bjorkheim seemed so comfort- 
less, she thought — ^it had a transverse panelling of oiled pine 
and there were posts and beams everywhere ; they were hacked 
out in angular fashion with gaping dragon’s jaws so that one 
had an actual physical feeling of hitting one’s eye against a 
sharp corner wherever one looked. 

Toksvold had come from Oslo last. “ Anne and Kari asked 
to be remembered to you. Yes, I happened to meet them two 
evenings running. They had a party, the Mosgaards I mean, 
and then we were asked by some people who were there, for the 
next day. It was a kind of fancy-dress ball ” — ^he gave a little 
laugh. 

“ How amusing. Were you in fancy dress ? ” 
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“ I ? Are you cra2y ? No, I was a chance visitor, you see, 
so I got oS having to dress up.” 

“ Your sister must have been awfully smart, I’m sure ? ” 
Can’t say that. Some kind of pyjama things — with a pack 
or two of cards for trimming. She was meant to be something 
about bridge, I believe,” 

And Kari, what was she ? ” 

“ Goodness only knows. But it was something she looked 
awfully well in. A long train, I remember, for I happened to 
tread on it. And tremendously dicolletee up here.” 

“ An Empire gown perhaps ? ” 

I dare say it was. It suited her an3rway.” 

Ida Elisabeth sat in silence. No — ^it had begun already — ^their 
ways had parted. In her thoughts she was already settling down 
in her work-room — I am fated to stay here 

After a while Toksvold asked : 

“ — ^And that Herr Braato ? Is he still here ? ” 

“ We have got him to move down to The Hill. He’s had to 
take to his bed again — ^temperature.” 

As Toksvold said nothing, she went on : 

“ It’s a nasty thing to say, but I can’t deny I’m rather glad 
Doctor Lund has forbidden the boys to go there, now that he’s 
in bed. For I’m never very easy in my mind when I know 
they’re with that sick person.” 

“ No, that’s extremely natural.” 

Then there was no more to talk about. 

They were sitting together on a sofa in a little room belonging 
to the private part of the house, when Tryggve laid a parcel 
in her lap. Properly speaking I had intended to give you a 
ring. But then I thought perhaps that wasn’t quite the right 
thing now ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth tried to smile. She undid the parcel. Inside 
a box was a silver cup — chased. ‘‘ Oh but, Tryggve — what made 
you think of such a thing ! ” 

“ It’s supposed to be old Trondhjem work. I know you’re 
fond of pretty things. Do you like it ? ” He kissed her. 

— ^For you must promise me — ^no sending back presents or 
anything of that sort — ^whatever happens. At all events we shall 
always be friends, shan’t we ? ” 

Friends — I hardly think so, Tryggve — ^for I shall often have 
such terrible regrets, I’m afiraid. And I don’t know that my 
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feeling will be one of friendship exactly, when I think IVe 
been too badly treated and that you would not give me a 
chance 

But he had revolted, time after time, had begged and threatened 
— every single time they were together, until he went away, six 
weeks ago. He had tried to force her to be his mistress. And 
now she bitterly regretted having resisted — ^in earnest. But it 
would have been already too late at that time. She had thought 
in secret, full of bitterness — ^you might have taken me before. — 
Though she knew very well that was no infallible preventive 
of divorce — even if for decency’s sake he would doubtless have 
raised more difficulties before letting her go. But perhaps more 
for decency’s sake than because it made him unhappy to lose 
her and to see all their hopes and expectations of a life together 
brought to naught 

He had been unhappy — ^he let himself go one evening, raged 
and broke down in tears — called her an overstrained female who 
found a perverse enjoyment in tormenting herself, said it was a 
sin against life if she parted from him when they were so fond 
of each other 

That was now six weeks ago. For six weeks their daily inter- 
course had been suspended, and he had met a lot of other people 
— ^in conditions which bore no resemblance to those in which 
their love story had been passed. It was neither more nor less 
than the sober truth that he was terribly fond of her, fond enough 
to be sure that he would rather have lived with than with 
any other woman he had met. He was willing to take her 
children into the bargain, to provide for them and start them in 
life as well as he could. 

But since at the same time it was the sober truth that what- 
ever he might do for these children the only result would be 
continual dissension in his home, try as he might to be a faithful 
friend to them — ^they would repay it by disturbing his married 
life with her, fretting at his and her happiness and confusing 
their mutual affection — ^that being so, he gave up. He was not 
a man to indulge in any fancies — ^that honest intention will over- 
come distrust and good will prevail in the end, and that in time 

they will understand She did not believe in anything of 

that sort, and he knew that she was right. — ^Better- to abandon 
the attempt, even if its abandonment hurt horribly, when they 
both knew there was scarcely a dog’s chance of its turning out 
otherwise than disastrously. 
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The moon, nearly full, himg low in the pale green sky above 
the ridge, as he walked home with her. Their shadows on the 
snow were pale and vague and long in the feeble moonlight. 
It was going to be fairly cold to-night — ^the snow grated so 
loudly under their feet. 

He was going up the valley on business next day — could 
hardly be back before the night train. But the day after to- 
morrow ? — ^For we want to see as much of each other as we can, 
don’t we ? ” 

O Ida, I^m so fond of you,” he said again, as he kissed her 
good-bye in the shadow of her porch. And she knew it was 
true. But he had realized that she was not free to begin a life 
which should be shared with him alone, and he was sufficiently 
sober-minded to acknowledge that neither of them could be 
content with less. 

At times she thought of things she had heard — ^before she was 
grown up, for instance. A friend of her mother’s was thinking 
of manying again, and her children by her first husband made 
a great to-do about it. She talked about her new happiness — 
“ our painful, sensitive happiness. But oh, what triumphant joy 
it is too, when we can have an hour of peace together, just we 
two.” There was something about the children being sent out 
for a walk and the maid given an afternoon off and the telephone 
receiver taken off. — And it was courageous — ^not to renounce one’s 
happiness, but to pay what it cost. 

Oh yes, it seemed tempting — ^she saw that even now. But 
if one looks into the dry meaning of all such humid sentimental 
phrases one arrives at a very simple question : am I to take 
what I desire and let my children pay for it ? Well, God knows, 
it is less simple when one has to answer it. Then one discovers 
that, when all is in tumult within one, the voice of conscience 
is only like the feeble crow of the mistress in a school-yard full 
of roaring youngsters. But the fact remains — when they are old 
enough and strong enough, children can refuse to pay the debts 
of their progenitors : they can take refuge in bankruptcy from 
morality or society or whatever the creditor may be called who 
holds all the unredeemed claims on their parents. But so long 
as children are children they cannot prevent it, if their parents 
choose to live their own lives at the cost of the offspring. 

Perhaps it is true that people nowadays cheat and exploit 
one another with more barefaced assurance than formerly. Per- 
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haps human nature remains the same, and it is some outside 
factor which makes it appear as though there had been more 
honour and fidelity in the world at some periods than at others. 
But whatever pass we may come to, even if everyone fails every- 
one else, the last thing to happen should be a mother’s failing 
her children. 

Ida Elisabeth shrank from the attempt to make out what was 
going on in Carl’s mind that winter. It is so easy to misunder- 
stand children, especially when one’s own interests which are 
involved differ from those of the child. 

With little Tryggve it was easy. He could not bear going 
up to the sanatorium, and he thought this papa was a queer 
person, and it was a bore having to go in and say good morning 
to him when he lay in bed in the iiodddle of the day. But mother 
was always at home now, and it was only when she had some 
tr3dng on that the children could not get hold of her at once, 
if they had anything to say to her. Little Tryggve was really 
happy that things were cosy again at home — ^and he was still 
delighted at going to school ; there was so much that was new 
there, and the mistress was kind and she praised his writing 
so much. Ida Elisabeth had to examine his copy-book every 
day and hear him in his ABC. And he was great at ski- 
jumping ; this was true, not bragging, his mother had seen it 
herself when they came down from The Hill on Sundays. He 
was so eager to deserve praise and put his mother in a good 
humour that his obedience and good behaviour passed all bounds 
that winter and spring. — Ida Elisabeth did not allow her illusions 
to go too far ; she might have difficulties enough with that 
boy in course of time. But just now he had entered a good 
period — ^he was glowing with health and almost unnaturally good 
and sweet ; it was a delight to see how he was growing and 
blooming from day to day. 

With Carl it was more difficult. His mother thought she 
could see how he was tom between a loyalty to his father to 
which he would not prove false, and the feelings which his 
father aroused in him. His illness, and also presumably the 
years he had spent in idleness at Vettehaugen, had as it were 
stripped Frithjof of any appearance of maturity he had ever 
had. It was gmesome to have to think such a thing of a man 
who was not much more than thirty, but it actually seemed as 
if he was passing into second childhood. And he had never 

317 X 



IDA ELISABETH 


been a very attractive child. Though it seemed to her that 
in a way he was less unattractive now than when he really was a 
boy — ^at any rate no one could expect a sick man to think of 
much beyond himself. But probably what struck Carl most 
was that there was something abnormal in this childishness — 
for it could not be denied that the boy was in reality a good 
deal more grown up than his father. Doctor Lund took care not 
to let him be too much with the patient. But on the occasions 
when he had been there Frithjof had no doubt talked a good 
deal about Berfjord and Valler^en and Vettehaugen, and that 
started Carl trying to sift what he remembered more or less 
of his early childhood. Once or twice it had happened that 
he came to her and asked what had been the facts about this 
or that — ^when Ida Elisabeth told him he was apt to be very 
thoughtful for some time after. 

Then there was a Sunday evening at the end of March. Ida 
Elisabeth was in her sitting-room and had not yet switched on 
the light, as the moon was shining in so brightly ; it glittered 
on the frozen panes and the white light streaming across the 
floor and over the furniture fluctuated, mild as milk. She opened 
the air-hole in the door of the stove, sat huddled together in a 
comer of the sofa with her feet drawn up under her — ^it was 
so good to be able to sit and rest one’s eyes a while and she 
would not have to go and get supper ready for another hour. 

The boys lay on the floor in front of the stove chatting. The 
firelight ffickered red upon them and showed up the stripes 
of the patchwork rug. She must have been nodding, she found, 
on hearing Carl speak to her. 

He was standing at the window, thawing peep-holes on the 
pane with the tips of his fingers. “ I say, moAer — ^are we going 
to leave Viker ? ” 

She vaguely saw Tryggve and the dog as a dark mass over 
by the stove — ^the boy was breathing heavily, fast asleep. There 
was only the faintest red gleam in the air-hole. 

“ Oh, Carl, put some logs in for me, there’s a good boy. To- 
night we shall have to t^e in the flowers from the windows 
again.” The cold was making the old timber building crack 
loudly. 

The boy came over to her, when he had done as she asked. 

Sit down here,” said his mother, and Carl flopped down on 
the sofa a foot or two from where she sat in the corner. 

“ You were asking whether we’re to go on living here 
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That’s what I’m not quite sure about. Froken Ronningen, you 
know, the one who was here for a few days last summer, she’s 
manageress to Myhre & Stovner, and she’s going to be married 
at Whitsuntide, and I’ve been told privately that I could no 
doubt have her place. — I don’t quite know what I shall do, 
Carl. It would be a regular thing, you understand — a fixed 
income every month and more than I make here. But rent and 
many other things would be more expensive there — and I should 
have to be away from home all day. But there would be many 
advantages for you boys if we moved to a town — education and 
so on ” 

The boy made a bound and buried his head in her lap. 

Oh, mother — ^but it’s so cosy here ! I do think we’re so 
jolly and cosy here,” he repeated again and again. 

Poor child — ^she felt how happy it had made him. His very 
attitude, with his head in her lap, told her that he had once 
more found security amid all the uncertainty that had tormented 
him so long. 

Ida Elisabeth sat still, her fingers playing with his hair and 
fondling his cheek. ‘‘ You know, I can’t tell yet how it will 
turn out. For that matter something might happen to prevent 
Froken Ronningen’s marriage, for instance ” 

Carl did not move. Presently he began to tell her things — 
about a record trip on skis which the dairy manager and Berge, 
the engineer, had accomplished a week before — ^from the Musli 
saeter across to Osterdal, Hanestad station. Ida Elisabeth was 
still winding tufts of his hair round her fingers, and Carl con- 
tinued his accounts of records. She had not heard that lively, 
cheerful voice of his for ever so long 

Borghild Braato’s fat letters came tumbling in at shorter or 
longer intervals. Ida Elisabeth glanced through them, vaguely 
wondering — ^how does she find time for it all? Well, but it 
must always have been her chief recreation and amusement, to 
compose these long letters. Ida Elisabeth dropped them into 
the fire and never answered any of the points in them, when, 
once a fortnight or so, she sent the other a brief account of how 
Frithjof was getting on. 

Tryggve Toksvold also wrote fairly regularly, and now it was 
his letters that she shrank from opening — ^and longed for, when a 
couple of weeks had passed without her heating from him. He 
had spent Easter somewhere up on the Bergen-line, with a friend 
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wlio owned a hut there. On the way back he had stopped for a 
day in Oslo. 

Do you remember you asked what Kari was meant to be at 
that fancy-dress ball last winter ? I was told when I was in town 
— Madame Sans Gine ! Anne and Fritz tease her about it shame- 
fully ^ and I must say^ poor girl^ she could hardly have hit upon 
anything that was less in her line. I consoled her by saying she 
looked splendid anyhow. They sent all sorts of messages to you^^ 

In the weeks following Easter they had wonderful weather. A 
slight impatience stirred in Ida Elisabeth as she sat at her sewing- 
machine, while the sunshine filled the work-room in a way that 
was altogether spring-like. Oh, it didn’t take you long to get 
used to an easy life, my girl — ^now you sit here fretting because 
you can never get out. — She ought rather to be glad that the 
busy time had come round again. But she had no one but 
Ragnhild Moen in the work-room ; in winter she had never 
had more than one workwoman, and now the other girl she 
used to get in when she required more help, had left the neigh- 
bourhood. So it was a case of sticking to it. 

But outside her windows the simlight quivered upon snow 
that was melting and glistening ; down on the river grey-green 
water was oozing over the white surface, and the lanes of water 
reflecting the blue sky grew wider day by day. Carl dragged 
home catkins every day and went off looking for anemones — 
here on the sunny slope the bare ground showed through the 
snow in dark patches. 

Now and again she had to find time to visit The Hill, and 
every Sunday morning she sat with Frithjof. He was in a very 
bad way now — ^there was a terrible change in him ; his throat 
had grown so long and thin with great hollows under the chin 
and by the collar-bone. His face too was almost unrecognizable, 
it was so thin and narrow — ^more than ever he looked like a mere 
child. 

He had been incautious, and then the illness had passed into 
a new and worse phase — ^it was what people called galloping 
consumption in old days, Doctor Lund said. His voice was 
nothing but a whisper — ^but he was as sure as ever that he would 
get well again ; he didn’t believe a word about having consump- 
tion. He had called to mind a case that had happened at Valler- 
viken some thirty years ago ; the son at one of the farms there 
was looked upon as a consumptive patient and given up by the 
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doctor, but one day after a terrible fit of coughing he spat up a 
lump of matter and shreds of lung with a fair-sized eyebolt 
among it, and after that he got well. And now, when his rack- 
ing cough was at its worst and his expectorations were really 
shocking, Frithjof was full of excitement and hope that an eyebolt 
or something of the kind might make its appearance. 

It was a great pity that he had to be so much alone. The 
Hill was not a big place ; it was a farmhouse. Sister Tonetta 
who owned it had been head nurse at tuberculosis sanatoria, 
and when she inherited it from her father she let the farm to a 
half-brother and fitted up the larger of the two main buildings 
to receive patients. It was a good situation, and Doctor Lund 
of the big sanatorium was its physician, but it was very quiet, 
as Frithjof complained bitterly : far gone as he was, he was 
ill fitted to dispense with company. 

Ida Elisabeth was beginning to wonder whether she ought 
to write for his mother : it would be hard on Borghild Braato 
if she were not to see her son again before he died. There 
were Else and Bojan too — Ida Elisabeth had only once had them 
to her house since Else went to the Smithy ; she had really not 
been able to manage more. They looked well, though. Else 
complained greatly of the hard work in her new place, but the 
air of prostration that had been characteristic of her had become 
less apparent, and Bojan was stouter and not so restless. 

One day when she was with Frithjof he asked her himself : 
‘‘ Can’t you write and ask if mother couldn’t come here for a 
few days ? I’m sure she would think a great deal of it if you 
invited her. And I have such a lot of things I want to talk to 
her about.” 

So that same evening she wrote to Borghild Braato and sent 
her money for the journey, in case. 

It meant getting ready the room she had borrowed before, when 
Else was here. She had a high-strung letter of thanks from 
Borghild Braato, and Frithjof was probably more worked up 
than was good for him at the thought of his mother’s visit. For 
that matter it could hardly make much difference now ; the end 
was sure enough, and so it was a good thing he was granted this 
pleasure. 

The next thing was a letter from Borghild saying when she 
was leaving Vallerviken and what day Ida Elisabeth could expect 
her. And finally the evening before she was expected, a tele- 
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gram from Oslo : “ Papa coming too. Leave here first train to- 
morrow, Looking forward seeing yon all again. Mamma.” 

— ^Well, after all it was quite natural. But Ida Elisabeth could 
not resist a little laugh — ^that she couldn’t say so before. — So 
now she must run across to Viker and see if she could borrow 
another bed. 

Carl came home while she and the maid from Viker were 
putting up the second bed. His mother told him that his grand- 
father was coming too. Carl stuck his hands in his breeches 
pockets and stood with an air of profound cogitation. 

Well, but, mother,” he said slowly. Grandfather — ^we 

really Uked him quite well, didn’t we ? ” 

Next day both the boys were at school, so she went off alone 
to meet the old people. 

It could not be denied that she dreaded it a little, as she walked 
up and down the platform waiting for the train. It was going 
to be pretty stiff having them in the house for an indefinite 
time 

The feeling vanished the moment she saw the two old people 
hurrying towards her over the yellow desert of the gravel-strewed 
platform. A^n she took in without knowing it one of those 
pictures or visions that she would never foi^et : the sunshine 
poured down over the ugly station building and the dreary rail- 
way line, with pitiless harshness it showed up the faded and 
poverty-stricken hideousness of things near at hand — but the 
same spring sunlight quivered over the thawing valley, and the 
woods on the receding slopes faded into the clear blue sky where 
fine white clouds hung motionless high up, as though blown 
across the vault of heaven. There was a loud clatter by the 
brake-van, where some men were loading and unloading boxes ; 
several pairs of skis rattled noisily on the ground, but the wide 
expanse of sunny air resounded with the roar of the river ; the 
water gushed in a rapid, babbling stream round gravel bluffs 
and vanished under the bridging ice with deep notes like a peal 
of bells. On every side there was a sound of running water ; 
white brocfe fc^imed down the hill-sides, from under the edge 
of thawing snow little watercourses oozed purling, from the dirty 
heaps which lay shrinking against the walls of the station yellow 
streaks of muddy water flowed across the gravel of the platform. 

As the two old people approached her it seemed to Ida Elisa- 
beth as though all the world’s adversity had battered them, and 
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at the same time it was as though all that makes human effort 
so futile came bodily before her in their semblance — and then 
they smiled at her, pathetically and without misgiving. But 
then Borghild Braato’s face turned red and wrinkled up like a 
little child^s, the big bright tears came trickling down, a whole 
shower of pearls, and next moment FrithjoTs mother lay in her 
arms : 

Oh, Lisken ! Oh, Lisken ! Oh, thank God, my child — ^how 
good it is to see you again ! ” 

So Ida Elisabeth offered no resistance to the other’s kisses — 
did not feel much reluctance even — only tenderness for this poor 
wet face that was puckered and soft as silk, as the skin of old 
women often is. And when at last Borghild Braato let her go 
to take to her handkerchief, and she saw Jens Braato standing 
there with his old violin-case in his hand, she raised herself on 
tiptoe and with a good grace allowed herself to be kissed by her 
former father-in-law. 

He had not shaved that morning and the stubble on his 
puckered cheeks glistened like silver. His fine golden brown 
eyes were sunk in their sockets and the skin around them had 
become filmy and brown and covered with wrinkles ; his Viking 
naane of shining wavy dark-blond hair was white at the temples 
and withered like last year’s grass. 

How nice that you could come too, father-in-law ! I can 
tell you, Frithjof will be pleased ! ” 

She was fond of them, that was the truth, when she had got 
them and their belongings under her roof and they were potter- 
ing about between the spare room on the other side of the passage 
and her kitchen and the boys’ room and her own sitting-room. 
And of course mother-in-law had to have a look at the work- 
room and the fitting-room and be introduced to Ragnhild : “ Oh, 
how snug you are here, Lisken dear — ^I must say you’ve known 
how to make a charming home for yourself ! And a lot of work 
you have, I see ” — ^she went over and looked at the dresses Ida 
Elisabeth was making, which were hanging in a row on a long 
rod. “ And flowers everywhere — oh, what a lot of buds on your 
roses, fancy their being so far advanced already ! ” 

They petted Carl and Tryggve in word and deed to an extent 
which made the boys shoot surprised and questioning glances 
at their mother. They bustled into their room to continue their 
impacking and came back to say something, leaving the doors 
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open behind them, so that Ida Elisabeth had to sign continually 
to Carl to go and shut them. 

— And the dinner. “ Roast veal ! Oh but, Lisa dear, you 
shouldnH have gone to such expense on our account ! You know 
papa and I really prefer a simple meal. — ^But it’s delicious^ no 
mistake about that ! ” 

The dress she had on, of dark blue velveteen, had been 
made by Ida Elisabeth herself one time. It was loose in 
the back with a belt very low down, so that the body had the 
look of a big pillow-case from behind, and it seemed comically 
short now that one was used to long skirts — ugh, what a horrid 
fashion that was really, of short skirts and the waist down on 
the hips ! 

She was positively touched at seeing them again and there 
was no other feeling in her mind — ^Ida Elisabeth was surprised 
to find herself so touched. While it lasts, she thought — till 
mother-in-law irritates me beyond bearing again 

After dinner the Braatos went into their room to lie down 
for an hour ; the journey and their emotions had fatigued them. 
Fresh surprise for the boys — they had never known people to 
take a siesta before. Then they had coffee, and then the car 
arrived. 

Her father-in-law came out with his violin-case in his hand. 
Bor^Id Braat5 was a little displeased that the children were 
not to accompany them, but their mother gave a decided no : 
‘‘ I’m not going in to see Frithjof to-day either. The first time 
you’re with him I’m sure you’ll have such a lot to talk about 
which you won’t care for a stranger to hear .” — K stranger 

— but, my dear child ? ” Borghild Braato looked at her in 

dismay. — ^Ugh, poor thing, had she been looking forward to a 

great family gathering aroimd the sick-bed } Besides, Ida 

Elisabeth was nervous about harrowing scenes, when his parents 
saw how changed Frithjof was. 

Ida Elisabeth took the old people down the long passage and 
showed them the door of Frithjof’s room. Then slxe turned and 
went down to the garden. The paths were already free of 
snow; the mould lay black and raw, smelling of springtime, 
on the sunny side in front of the old veranda which had been 
turned into an open-air shelter for the patients, but there was 
still some snow lying on the lawns, and over it the apple-trees 
cast long shadows in the late yeUow sunshine. Thank goodness 
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for the long light days — ^and the puddles froze in the shade, so 
that they crackled under one’s feet. 

Sister Tonetta came out — afresh and starched in her blue and 
white dress ; her cap sat like a glazed white diadem above her 
long, square-cut face which was a light brick-red with elderly 
sunken cheeks that fell into folds about the mouth and chin. 
She greeted Fru Braato in that voice of hers which was rather 
creaky and dry, but so gentle nevertheless — whenever Ida Elisa- 
beth saw Sister Tonetta she thought of the word genial, which 
seemed to express exactly what this woman was, from her stout 
black shoes to the white celluloid brooch with her badge. Ida 
Elisabeth and the nurse walked backwards and forwards in front 
of the veranda chatting. 

From one of the first-floor windows which was partly open 
came the sounds of a violin being tuned. — Why, what’s that ? ” 
said Sister Tonetta in surprise. Then the notes came pouring 
out into the evening air, bright and pure with dreams of longing 
and joy tinged with sadness. — The Blessed Day ” he was play- 
ing. Sister Tonetta instinctively clasped her hands. — And now 
they were singing upstairs — there was Jens Braato’s mellow bary- 
tone and Borghild’s thin little voice which still kept some of its 
old bell-like sweetness : 

The blessed 4^7 which now we see 
In gentle radiance growing. 

Brighter and brighter shine its beams, 

Heaven’s grace and joy bestowing ! 

As children of the light we feel 
That now the night is going ! ” 

Oh, but that was beautiful ! ” whispered Sister Tonetta 
enraptured. 

That blessed hour of silent night 

When deigned our Saviour to be bom ” 

The notes of the violin swelled, growing in power and sweet- 
ness, drowning the voices in their flood. Moved, but at the 
same time with a vague feeling of repugnance or embarrassment, 
Ida Elisabeth stood listening. — But good heavens, how he can 
play, when he’s in the mood — ^and how queer they are ! 

Some patients who had been out walking drew nearer. Over 
and over again Jens Braato’s fiddle flung the lovely old hymn 
tune out into the fading golden sunshine — and the little group 
of sick people stood stoci-still, listening blankly. — Then there 
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came a humming, as one or two of them took it up. In the 
room above they sang the hymn verse by verse. 

“ Gk»lden the early hour when day 
Brings back the hue of rising mom ** 

Sister Tonetta joined in and sang in a clear, pleasant voice, 
with great emotion : 

“ But golden too the lovely kiss 
Of simset comforts the forlorn, 

Giving new lustre to the eyes 

And brightening features pale and worn. 

“ Then haste we to our native land, 

Whose gleams our strength restore ; 

There stands a castle fair and grand 
Upon a golden shore. 

Where joyfully we may consort 
With friends for evermore,” 


A thin elderly lady on the outskirts of the group was crying, 
with quick catches of the breath and suppressed sniffs. Moved, 
and thrilled by a vague alarm, mingled with a sense of nausea, 
Ida Elisabeth dared not look round at all these sick persons 
standing there. But Sister Tonetta dried her eyes with a happy 
smile : Well, I must say ! Think of our having a service like 
this ! 

Again the notes of the violin rose as if they would carry all 
hearts with them, away into the sunset sky : 

‘‘ The great white army we behold 
Like snowy peaks a thousandfold ; 

With them a sea 
Of waving palms 

Before the throne. But who are these ? 

They are the band of heroes who 
Have fought and won the fight below.” 

Instinctively Ida Elisabeth clasped her hands inside the sleeves 
of her coat. To her the music was painful. For it tore at her 
heart — ^lifting it up towards faith and hope and eternity, and 
yet there was in the very beauty of the music a denial of all that 
she knew to be also an aspect of life. Is there nothing solid in 
it then — ^is it only poetry and song and feeling and nectar for the 
spirit, and not a scrap of dry bread for hungry thoughts and 
tired wills ? 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

J ENS and Borghild Braato quickly made themselves at home in 
her house. She was allowed to attend to her work without 
much disturbance — ^she had been afraid she would have her 
mother-in-law running in and out of the work-room all day long. 
But when the old people were not up at the sanatorium Borghild 
Braato spent most of her time in the sitting-room, reading the 
papers or knitting or just dozing — poor creature, how tired she 
was. Carl’s and Tryggve’s manners were quite exemplary, but 
the boys evidently could not get over their astonishment at the 
remarkable ways of their grandparents. Their grandmother chir- 
ruped affectionately when she talked to them, and tried to win 
their confidence — the boys seemed to think she behaved as though 
she took them for little babies . But in fact she treated them much 
as she had treated her own children, even after they were grown up. 

They were obviously not nearly so bored in their grandfather’s 
company. Jens Braato would go into the garden to see if there 
was anything he could do for her. There was not — the frost had 
not even begun to go off the ground ; the little that thawed in 
the da3rtime froze again at night. But Carl followed him about 
and acted expert, told him what had been planted everywhere 
and what they had had in the different beds last summer. Then 
they were in the shed ; Jens Braato wanted to look over her garden 
tools and put them in repair. That did not take long ; she 
hadn’t very much. 

And then they had snow again. Day in, day out the soft 
May snow continued to float down in great flakes, till ever3rthing 
was buried deep in drifts. It would be gone again in a day or 
two, as soon as there was a change of wind, but so long as the snow 
was lying the country had a look of midwinter. 

On the Sunday after the snow had come Ida Elisabeth had ordered 
a sledge for the old people ; they were to drive over to the Smithy 
to see Else and Bojan. The boys went with them — if they had 
no particular longing to meet their aimt and cousin, they would 
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not let slip a chance of driving in a sledge with straw and foot- 
muffs and far rugs and bells on the horse. 

They went off. Ida Elisabeth was washing up after breakfast, 
while the soup was boiling. The stillness of the house felt so 
grateful — even the sound of Fru Hansen^s footsteps overhead 
which made the beams creak slightly. Poor things, after all the 
old people worried her far less than she had ever ventured to 
expect. It was as though these last years had put a distance 
between them across which they could scarcely call to one another. 
They no longer fussed her about anything : they simply relied 
on Lisken, trusting like children in her ability to deal with all 
practical matters in a satisfactory way. But what is to become 
of them — she could not help wondering. They were not even 
so frightfully old in reality — ^probably neither of them had yet 
reached sixty ; they might well live another twenty years or more. 
But they could never acquire more sense for looking after them- 
selves, or more sense of reality — on the contrary, she had noticed 
in the fortnight they had been here that, the more rents had been 
tom by the fortimes of life in the airy illusions and sky-blue 
optimism in which when young they had dressed themselves out 
like a midsummer bridal couple, the more passively did they 
shrink into inactivity, wrapping the last remnants of their dream- 
world about them and letting things take their chance. — Such 
initiative as they had shown in their time — ^her father-in-law’s 
numerous attempts and experiments, her mother-in-law’s naive 
and aggressive cunning when she sought to obtain advantages 
for her own family and at the same time imagined herself to be 
the least calculating, the frankest and most truthful soul on earth ; 
their persistent and desultory diligence and their dawdling, that 
fragality of theirs of which they were so touchingly proud, since 
they were not merely frugal in their requirements of this world’s 
goods, they also required very little in order to be pleased with 
themselves, and asked nothing of their children in order to be 
pleased with them — even such activity as this on the part of these 
people had been conditional on their being surrounded by people 
who were fond of them, all thin^ considered, on account of the 
kindly, endearing, ever-young side of Jens and Borghild Braato’s 
nature. They had to have someone who could encourage them 
with approval and goodwill when they were making an effort, 
and befriend them wdth advice and assistance whenever they 
were at a deadlock. 

Now the ranks had been thinned, of relations and old friends 
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who had shown them aiFection and indulgence ; those who were 
left of the family had grown tired, or had all they could do to 
look after themselves, as times were now. — As times are now — 
there is no outlook even for the young who are growing up healthy 
and normal ; even those who are born strong, with the power of 
vigorous growth, are held down by depression, enfeebled by uncer- 
tainty, so that their growth is checked and their skin galled and 
hardened, and they come to a halt in an egoism like that of 
children and animals and neurasthenics. But what in God^s 
name is to become of the old whose powers are ebbing and 
ebbing, and of those who are born so that they never cease to 
require help, and all those in whom the healthy see nothing but 
scrap metal ? 

Ida Elisabeth brought in her outdoor things and laid them on 
a chair by the stove in the sitting-room. — Why, Puss, are you at 
home to-day ? The cat lay as he always did when indoors, on 
the best sofa cushion, sleeping in unruffled comfort. His coat 
shone white as driven snow — ^and no doubt it was the fresh snow 
that had made it so clean and fine, his nose was rose-pink and 
charming, Yes, you’re a pretty Puss — you catch mice and you 
catch birds and you go about fighting with the other tom-cats and 
you decorate the neighbourhood with pretty white kittens and 
then you come home and get petted and given milk in your saucer. 
And yet I wouldn’t wish to be an animal, Puss. But you’d be a 
great fool if you wished you were a human 

A gleam of sunshine, pale golden and mild, shot in over the 
roses on the window-ledge and lighted up the snow-white grace 
of the cat on the blue-green cushion. The weather looked like 
clearing up. 

As Ida Elisabeth opened the window she heard the faint rustling 
sound of spring snow falling from roofs and trees against wet 
snow on the groimd. The garden’s fairyland of white, airy, 
dome-like tree-tops was fast crumbling away. The blue of the 
sky showed through a mist as light as white steam, and behind 
the waves of cloud which curled along the slopes, the white hills 
on the far side of the valley changed colour, the forest burst out, 
slaty blue, as little by little the mass of firs dropped their burden 
of snow. But up above stood the wavy line of bare mountain, its 
eternal snows gilded by the sun, and the clouds descended, dark 
blue and white they rolled like smoke over the wilds, the vault 
of heaven came out, clear and blue as summer, and the sxm shone 
with full power so that one could positively see the snow shrinking 
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under the flood of light — ^the dull, lingering drip at long intervals 
from the roof became a rain of violet sparks in the sunshine. 

The cat awoke, got up and arched his back — with a light, 
noiseless spring he was up on the window-ledge, insinuating his 
head into Ida Elisabeth’s hand and rubbing himself against it, 
narrow-eyed and purring with enjoyment. She took him up in 
her arm : ** Oh, so you thought you might come here — ^and pull 
down my flower-pots for me when I’d gone. No, no. Puss 

She carried him out into the kitchen and filled his saucer with 
milk, before turning to skim the soup for the last time. There 
— ^now it would surely do to put it in the hay-box, so that she 
could get out at last. 

Long bright drops fell glittering through the air and the snow was 
loosening and slipping down with a faint sighing sound from twigs 
and branches as she walked up the avenue of birches to The Hill. 

“ Such weather I ” Sister Tonetta greeted her, smiling at the 
sun ; she had come into the yard to meet Ida Elisabeth, blue and 
white and newly ironed. “ No, I’m afraid not.” She shook her 
head. He’s not getting on very well, no.” Ida Elisabeth must 
please wait a little while ; Sister Eydis was doing his room now, 
but it wouldn’t take long. 

Frithjof had been moved down to a room on the ground floor, 
as Ida Elisabeth knew — ^it was next door to the patients’ parlour. 
Old Braato vras so kind, said Sister Tonetta ; it made him so happy 
to be able to cheer everyone in the house with his music. Ah, 
and what a gift it was ! To be able to play his son right into 
heaven like that ! 

Ida Elisabeth nodded. It was her mother-in-law’s expression 
— ^Borghild Braato had used it here the other day, when she had 
asked her if she wished them to see about getting the clergyman. 
Not that Ida Elisabeth had ever seen any sign of Frithjof’s being 
in the least preoccupied with religion, in all the years she had 
known him. But now that he was ill, and his parents were here 
with the old hymns which must have awakened all sorts of memor- 
ies of childhood, children’s prayers and so on — well, then it had 
occurred to her that perhaps Frithjof might like a visit from the 
clergyman. But Borghild Braato dismissed her proposal with a 
little smile ; ‘‘ We don’t know anything about the clergyman 
here — have no idea whether he would suit Frithjof. No, you see, 
Lisken — ^it is with our hearts we must turn to God, and I don’t 
think an3rthing could be found which speaks to the heart like 
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papa’s music. Then I read to my boy a Kttle — the most beautiful 
and comforting passages of the Gospels — ^but papa plays him 
straight into heaven.” 

Sister Tonetta went on talking about Jens Braato’s music. 
Nothing of the kind had ever been known before at The Hill. 
Up at Fjeldberg entertainments for the patients were fairly fre- 
quent, and those from here who were well enough attended them. 
But many of the more serious cases had not heard a note for ever 
so long — ^to them it was a real godsend to have Braato’s father 
here. And how kind he was about playing — not only hymns, 
but folk tunes and songs and all kinds of things. ‘‘ And he plays 

quite like an artist, almost 

Yes, there’s no doubt about that. Braato is an artist.” 

Sister Eydis appeared in the creepered porch of the veranda 
from which the melting snow poured down in glittering streams : 

Now Fru Braato may come in 

She had not seen Frithjof since he was moved into the new room. 
Whether it was the effect of the light in here she did not know 
—nor whether he looked worse, but he seemed changed. 

The room had windows on two sides, it was full of sunshine 
and there was a restless reflection from the walls, which were of 
rough logs, painted a glossy bluish green. The light was refracted 
in a multitude of lustrous points, and the reflection from a mirror 
flickered and quivered on the imeven surface of the back wall. 
The xmsteady bluish light reminded one of the sea’s sparkle. 

His sheets had just been changed, she saw ; the folds were 
still sharply defined. And the dead white of the bedclothes lent 
a peculiar hue to Frithjof’s emaciated face — he was not pale, on 
the contrary, rather red about the cheek-bones, and elsewhere his 
skin had a brownish tinge ; only it was a brown that had nothing 
to do with healthfulness but was a sign of withering, as though it 
had spread from the dark colour imder his eyes. The pouches of 
fat that had puffed out his eye-sockets were quite gone, and the 
great wide-open eyes more than anything else gave him a strange 
look. 

You’re looking pretty fit to-day,” Ida Elisabeth said with an 
attempt at a smile, as she sat down by the bedside. “ And what 
a lovely big room they’ve given you 

‘‘ I’m not too bad,” he whispered eagerly. “ I wasn’t so well 
last night, but that’ll pass off. If only I could get my digestion 
right again 


331 



IDA ELISABETH 


Ida Elisabeth told him how the others were occupied to-day, 
and then cudgelled her brains to find some other news. He was 
not supposed to talk much, probably his voice was not equal to 
it. But it wasn’t easy. He was not particularly interested when 
she tried giving him an account of the boys — their school and how 
they spent the rest of their time — evidently he had quite ceased 
to concern himself about his children. And she actually knew of 
nothing to tell him which would give him any pleasure — ^for years 
they had not even had surroxindings and acquaintances in com- 
mon ; she could not even bring him such pieces of news as that 
so-and-so had gone away or arrived or had invested in this or 
that, or had had a letter from America or met someone or other. 
For that matter Frithjof had always been the one who purveyed 
that kind of news — ^and she had been accustomed merely to put 
in a word here and there, just enough to keep him interested. 

O God, O God — ^was it wrong of me, while I was married to 
him, never to attempt to talk to him as to another grown-up 

person ? But what in the Lord’s name was I to talk to him 

about ? And now he was to die They could not talk about 

that — and she could think of nothing but the great darkness which 
Frithjof was about to enter, and the riddles to which perhaps he 
would find the answer. And on the other hand it was hopeless 
to try to talk about the life they had lived together — that she had 
ever loved him was merely a delusion of her own, and what he 
had called loving her was something quite different ; besides 
which, he had probably all but forgotten it now — ^it was so long 
since the days when he had been used to come to her with his 
various requirements. 

She took his hand and stroked it. It was heartrending that he 
should die — he had got so little out of his life, as far as she could 
see. But at the same time she knew that in all probability this 
had never occurred to himself, if he thought over such things as 
he lay here — ^in his very nature he had always had a sort of com- 
pensation for what he lacked — sufficient to the day is the evil 
thereof had been his constant motto ; he had never taken thought 
for the future on his own account and never worried a scrap about 
what might happen to anyone else, 

“ Is there anything I can do for you ? Anything you’d like 
to have ? ” 

“ If you would draw down the blind — ^not all the way — ^like 
that 

The room then lay in a brown-tinted shadow and the light 
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was steadier. The reflection on the wall only showed faintly, 
and the blind clattered slightly against the cross-bar of the 
window in the draught of spring air. 

‘‘ I don’t think it’ll be very long before I get out now,” whis- 
pered Frithjof. “ It’ll be fun to come down to your house and 
see what it’s like. You were always so clever at making a com- 
fortable home. Mamma says you’re so cosy there 

“ It’s nice to hear she thinks so 

Yes, she’s quite proud of this new home of yours. — You may 
be sure, I’ve regretted many a time that I made such a fool of 
myself — I mean that affair, you know, when you got so angry that 
you left me. But I can tell you, the more I got to know the other, 

the more I thought of you 

“ Hush, Frithjof — ^there’s no more to be said about that now.” 
Well, but, Lisken — we ham made it up again now, haven’t 
we ? And once I get well again — ^you agree that we shall come 

together as in old days ? ” 

She felt her face turn stiff with paleness. She risked nothing 
in saying yes — ^in a way that was the most terrible part of it. If 
there had been any possibility of her having to fulfil such a 
promise — ^never in this world could she have given it. But now 
she stroked his hand and tried to smile as though it were nothing : 

‘‘ First of all you must see about getting well, you know. 
That’s all you have to think about now ; you know what the 
doctor says 

“ Let’s have a kiss anyhow, Lisken 

She let him have it, bending down to him. As she felt the 
sick man’s lips tr3dng to fasten on hers, the unhealthy smell of 
him, the back of his pyjama jacket drenched with sweat, an icy 
thrill of horror crept through her. — At last he let go. She 
smuggled out her handkerchief — could do nothing else — ^and 
wiped her lips. 

Frithjof smiled — z, ghost of his sly smile of old days, when he 
imagined himself to be knowing : 

“ Oh, you needn’t be afraid of infection, Lisken dear ! It 
isn’t what the doctors think, you see — ^nobody has really imder- 
stood my case yet. — I must tell you, I burst something inside me 
about three years ago, and as this heals and the matter from the 

internal wound drains out of its own accord Something of 

his old animation reappeared in his low whispers, as he began 
again, telling her about the grand piano that the parson’s new 
wife had 
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** Hush, Frithjof — don’t talk so much ; you know you oughtn’t 
to strain your throat ” . 

But it was difficult to stop him, this was just the kind of anecdote 
he had always loved to effiarge upon 

From the parlour came some long-drawn whines — someone 
was trying to play an American organ. At first there came nothing 
but discords. But then it began to take shape. With helpless 
pauses and many wrong notes the player struggled on with the 
tune of The great white army we behold.” Involuntarily Ida 
Elisabeth followed, anxious to hear how it would turn out — 

** They are the band of heroes who 
Have fought and won the fight below 

It sounded so deplorably different from the song of the violin 
in Jens Braato’s bands, when one’s heart seemed to be ravished 
into high heaven, so long as he was playing — whether one be- 
lieved or not in the glad tidings proclaimed by his fiddle 

— ^But as she sat here, by this lad who was about to die, and 
listened to the organ’s miserable droning — the hymn tune dragged 
on its wretched halting and disjointed course, verse after verse to 
the bitter end — she felt more vividly than ever before, precisely 
owing to the doleful contrast with the singing violin — there may 
be a reality behind all this of which they spe^ as though it were 
nothing but sentiment and emotions of the heart. Behind the 
mists of feeling there may be something solid, truth — and if I 
knew this truth, perhaps it would first freeze me and then quench 
my thirst, as when one drinks the living water of a spring in the 
mountains. Behind the consoling words there is perhaps a real 
consolation, a kind of spiritual law and order, and he who knew 
it would perhaps be constrained to love it — ^in the same way as I 
thought I must get to love the stars, those nights on the deck of 
the Frostdalsegg^ when father tried to explain to me the courses of 
the stars and teach me their names and the constellations they 
formed 

He is only a lad, and he is going to die — and I have been married 
to him and had children by him, I have often been fond of him 
in a way — and I have never been able to like him, and never for 
a single instant have I been unaware of how strange he was to 
me and I to him. And yet it has always seemed as if there were 
something, from somewhere out in space, or from one who walked 
invisible by my side, or from something within myself — which 
warned me against judging an3rthing but what I could see and 
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perceive in clear, everyday light, phenomena as one would say ; 
but the same voice also tried to make me understand how much 
else there always is in all men. Is it God — ^with hands in which 
repose all the irreconcilable contradictions ; a kind of first cause 
in which we are united with something more in us than all that 
prevents our ever agreeing ; a kind of magnetic pole of the souls 
which sets up a trembling of sorrow and shame within me for 
speaking untruths to this lad here — ^and which draws me away 
from the path on which my thirst for happiness would urge me, 
because it is now too late for me to follow it — which tells me that 
what I have signed in my cups I shall have to pay when sober, as 
father used to put it ? But if it is God, then he must surely be 
able to help me, who am to live, in trying to bear the burden I 
have taken upon myself ; and if he knows the meaning of Frithjof ’s 
life, which appears to have been so meaningless, then he knows 
what I have only been able to guess, why Frithjof remained a 
child always — ^and when the black wave that came and took Solvi 
from me takes Frithjof too, it is into his hands that the child falls. 
And perhaps he is what Borghild asserts — ^an all-loving father. 
And it was only my lack of understanding that caused my unbelief 
to harden every time she said it — since I always thought of such 
fathers as I have known, each with his human frailty. 

It was papa who started them on that,’’ said Frithjof with a 
proud smile. “ Now there’s always somebody trying to play. 
They never did that before in this house.” His laugh cut her 
to the heart. ‘‘ I can tell you, he’s let the air into this place ! ” 

“ I can well believe it ! ” 

“ Yes, and I was thinking too I’d take up my music again, as 
soon as I get a little better. Papa’s promised to get me a fiddle. 
I sold the last I had, but papa’s going to get hold of a fine one 
and send it to me 

“ Yes, it’s no wonder you feel you want to play again.” 

“ Now you might pull up the blind again,” Frithjof suggested. 
‘‘ The sun’s more slanting now 

She did so. On a little table by the window lay some books 
— ^no doubt Borghild Braato sat there when she read to her son. 
Some novels by an author called Runa — she remembered the 
name, a favourite of her mother-in-law’s — and a New Testament. 
With some hesitation Ida Elisabeth took it up : 

Perhaps you’d like me to read to you ? ” she asked shyly ; 
in reality she foimd it odd and foolish, almost — ^but something 
like a little flame flickered within her : she had heard of folks 
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who were in the habit of opening the Bible at haphazard and 
hitting upon some passage which they took as an answer. — And 
we have been married, we have brought children into the world, 
however strange it may be to imagine it now 

“ Yes, will you ? said Frithjof eagerly. “ I think you’ll find 
Tidens Tegn in the parlour, the Saturday edition. There’s such 
an exciting serial running in it, mamma or Sister Eydis generally 
reads it to me 

Relieved in spite of all, Ida Elisabeth went off and found the 
paper. — ^And it struck her as one of the most absurd things about 
it all, and at the same time so sad and touching — ^that here he 
lay, perhaps only one among many other dying people, who were 
all so intent on following the exciting serial which might not be 
concluded till long after they were dead. 

The old people were extremely pleased with their trip and quite 
elated to find that Ida Elisabeth had a late dinner ready for them. 
They were rather numbed by the long sledge drive. The two 
men at the Smithy had made such a sympathetic impression, and 
they thought such a lot of Else ; she had really improved most 
strikingly, and Bojan had been so charming and sweet 

Ida Elisabeth was making her bed on the divan. She took the 
cushions out of their day-time covers and was just slipping them 
into the pillow-cases when Borghild Braato looked in at a crack 
of the door : 

‘‘ May I come in a moment } You’re not too tired, are you 

? I wanted so much to have a little chat with you before 

going to bed, you see — but don’t let me disturb you, my dear — 
just go on m^ng your bed, I shan’t stay long.” 

She sat in the rocking-chair, glancing at Ida Elisabeth ; the 
little face was sad and anxious, though she tried to make it appear 
that she had just come in for a little evening chat. But at last 
it came : 

Lisken dear. — There’s one thing Else said which really made 
me a little bit uneasy almost. What a charming kimono that is 
of yours, Lisken — ^you don’t mean to tell me you got that material 
up here ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth looked down at herself. The kimono was only 
artificial silk, plum-coloured, almost the same shade as the dress 
Tryggve had been so fond of. When she had to make herself 
a new kimono at Christmas-time she had thought she might as 
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well buy a material which she knew he would like to see on 
her 

‘‘ It was about Jeja,” said Borghild in a low voice. Well, 
of course you met her too, in Oslo. Tell me — did you have any 
impression that Jeja — ^well, that she had been mixing with some 
not very desirable — ^that for instance the other young ladies at 
that hairdressing establishment are perhaps not so — well, I mean, 
that she should have any associates who are not quite 
eligible ? ” 

No — ^what makes you think that } ” She tried to answer 
unsuspectingly. — That stupid ass of an Else ! — Jeja had met her 
parents at the station in Oslo, had spent the evening with them 
and seen them off next morning, and they had been delighted 
to find her so attentive and looHng so splendid. — If they had 
been praising her sister to Else — why, then Else was such a fool 
that one could imagine her saying or hinting something, purely 
out of jealousy 

‘‘ I mean ’’ — ^it was lamentable to see the lurking dread in her 
eyes — there are so many dangers, you know, for a lonely girl 
in a great city ” 

“ But Jeja is very sensible, I^m sure. I can’t help thinking 
she understands quite well that she has to look after herself.” 

Then you didn’t have the impression that Jeja might have 
got into any — well, that she might take it into her head to do 
anything — ^rash ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth hesitated a moment before replying : 

** No, mother-in-kw,” she said decisively, “ I certainly did not 
have the impression that Jeja is thinking of doing anything rash.” 

“ Ah, thank God for it,” said Borghild Braatd. 

Ida Elisabeth woke in black darkness and a nightmare terror 
which continued outside her in a thrill of soxmd, and she could 
not come round — where was she ? — Then her consciousness 
righted itself again : there was the pale rectangle of the window, 
covered with frost stars, and her right hand felt the log wall 
with the rug hung over it, and the ringing sound was the tele- 
phone in the work-room. She started up and ran to it. 

She had guessed what it was before picking up the receiver. 
It was Sister Tonetta : 

Young Braato had suddenly become much worse, so she would 
advise his family to come up at once. He had had some frightful 
paroxysms of coughing last evening, there was blood in his 
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expectorations too, but no very serious haemorrhage, and he had 
qxiieted down after Doctor Lxmd had been there and given him 
something. Even at eleven o^clock she had thought his condition 
was not so bad, all things considered. But a little while ago a 
change had come over him. The recent acute stomach troubles 
had weakened him very much. Sister Tonetta would send her 
car, so that Fru Braato would not have to see about getting one 
at this time of night. 

Ida Elisabeth foxind herself shivering in her thin nightdress 
when she came back to her own room — and as soon as she had 
got a few clothes on she was obliged to go and wake the parents. 

It was bitingly cold and raw crossing the great dark hall, and 
as she opened the door of the room where they slept she was met 
by a thick velvety darkness that was warm and laden with the 
smell of humanity. Until now this bedroom odour which all the 
Braatos exhaled far more powerfully than other people had always 
filled her with disgust — to-night for the first time it seemed not 
sickening but rather touching ; it put her in mind of animal 
innocence ; it made it all the more painful to have to break in 
upon their unsuspecting sleep. 

She felt her way through the thick darkness, trying to find the 
table and matches. This empty side of the house had not been 
fitted with electric light, and as the window looked out on to the 
road she had hung a shawl over it at night ; not a ray of light 
penetrated from outside. Something she knocked over fell on 
the floor with a sharp metallic ring, setting her heart throbbing 
— ^there was a creaking movement in one of the iron beds. But 
when she had found the matches and struck one, she saw that 
they were lying quite still in the two narrow beds along the wall. 

The flame of the candle flared up, and its gentle light made the 
room seem even bigger and barer with its unpainted log walls 
and the minimum of furniture — ^and the trunks in the corner 
and clothes hanging and lying about gave it an air of transient 
habitation. But on the table in the middle of the room stood a 
bowl of marsh-marigold ; they had been gathered before the 
snow came and had grown in the water with long scaly stalks ; 

the flowers had faded to a brownish colour 

Mother-in-law ! She was forced to give the sleeper a 
gentle shake. Borghild Braato was lying with two thin plaits 
of grizzled hair framing her little heart-shaped face, in a pink 
flannel nightdress. ‘‘ Mother-in-law — ^you must wake up, please 
She thought her own words sounded quite ridiculous, 
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and the other only grunted and was turning over in bed, exactly 
as^ the boys did when she waked them to go to school on dark 
winter mornings — ^and when she got her eyes opened they stared 
with just the same confused and drowsy look. 

Then Borghild Braatd recognized her daughter-in-law, started 
up in bed, whimpering as at a blow : 

Hush, mother-in-law.— There’s been a telephone message 
from the sanatorium. The head sister had to report that Frith- 
jof has taken a bad turn to-night. She thought it might be 
safest if we all came up — ^in case 

Borghild Braato stuck her legs out of bed and began to fish 
for her slippers ; Ida Elisabeth made haste to find them and slip 
them on the ill-kept feet. The pink nightdress only reached a 
little way down the calf, and the white flesh of the legs was 
enmeshed as it were in a network of thick blue veins. 

Borghild Braato sat bending forward, and in the light of the 
candle the tears glittered like crystal as they trickled down her 
round cheeks, fresh-coloured and soft as silk, which looked yoimg 
with all their freckles, in spite of the wrinkles on her face. She 
looked quite young and at the same time old ; with her bright 
bird’s eyes from which the tears were pouring and the little plaits 
on each side of the face with its fine pointed chin she was a 
charming little girl who was also a poor wrinkled old mother. 

Ida Elisabeth laid her arm about the rounded pink flannel 
back, kissed her mother-in-law : Mamma, poor mamma,” and 
got a flood of salt tears on her lips. “ You must be kind enough 
to wake father-in-law, while I go and get things ready.” 

What she was to get ready she did not quite know. But then 
it occurred to her that at least she might see that they had a 
cup of tea before going out into the cold. And it was a relief 
to be able to do somethings were it never so little. 

The stars twinkled coldly in the sky, which already showed 
a faint glimmering towards dawn, and the snow shone bluish 
grey and crunched under their feet as they went out to the wait- 
ing car, black with extinguished lights, outside the garden gate. 
When they had taken their seats and Sister Tonetta’s nephew 
had thrown the lights on to the white road, Borghild Braato 
sank weeping in her daughter-in-law’s arms : O Lisken ! 

Lisken ! Lisken Jens Braato sat on the folding-seat, 

huddled in his great overcoat — ^not a sound had Ida Elisa- 
beth heard from him since she carried in the tea before they 
started 
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The Hill looked strange with only a single lamp burning outside 
the entrance to the sanatorium building, while the other houses 
of the farm lay in darkness and roofs and trees showed black 
against the starry sky. 

Sister Tonetta came out and met them in the yard, whispered 
that they must keep on their outdoor things, as the window of 
his room was open. In the parlour a little table-lamp with a 
red shade was burning in a comer, and from the next room, the 
door of which stood ajar, Ida Elisabeth heard an unearthly rasp- 
ing sound which rose and fell She was afraid, as she entered. 

In Frithjof’s room a cone of crude yellow light fell upon the 
bedside table and all it contained, but the bed lay in darkness 
— ^the brownish parchment shade of the little lamp was tilted 
over. Ida Elisabeth stopped near the door, while the other two 
went across to their son. 

“ It’s mamma, FifE — ^it’s mamma. Do you know me, my dear 
boy ? ” 

Ida Elisabeth gave them one rapid shy glance. Borghild 
BraatS sat bending over her boy, with one arm crooked about 
the pillow. It was as though time and years and all the rest 
became imreal — a child was l3dng in a bed, and its mother was 
bending over it : here am I, what is it ? 

Well, of course, she thought, this is a thing I have always 
known. In reality it is a thing which never changes. They 
grow up into men and women, and then it all appears to be 
so different. But there is always a possibility that all the rest 
will scale off and that they will need their mother’s presence. 
Remote and unsubstantial the memory recurred to her that not 
long ago she had been thinking much more of other things than 
of her children, a man had been much dearer to her than the 

two little ones It was a good thing I came to my senses, 

she thought — ^what if the boys had had need of me and I had 
not been there ? 

Jens Braato came over to Ida Elisabeth : “ I believe he knows 
us,” he whispered. “ Perhaps he would like to see you too, 
Lisa 

She took her father-in-law’s arm firmly and squeezed it. With 
a stifling oppression of the heart she allowed herself to be led 
up to the bed. 

In the brown shadow she could not see him very clearly. One 
of Borghild Braato’s arms was round his pillow, her other hand 
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held her son’s, resting on the white blanket. She looked up for 
a moment, fixed her yoxing, tear-bright eyes upon the other, and 
said with a kind of smile : 

‘‘ And here is Lisken too, Frithjof — ^we are all here.” 

His mouth was slightly open and it was awful to hear this 
breathing which seemed to be struggling with obstructions every- 
where, in chest, throat and nose. His head looked so dark 
against the pillow, and his forehead glistened with a pale sheen 
which his mother wiped off with a cloth. The narrowness of 
his face which she had seen increasing week by week had now 
become an unnatural distorted sharpness. 

‘‘ Lisken is here, my dear,” said his mother again, gently and 
affectionately as though she were talking to a little child. Do 
you know Lisken, Frithjof ? ” 

Frithjof opened his eyes a little, enough to remind her of his 
look as she had known it of old — there was a metallic, opaque 
glint in the narrow slits. But it was impossible to say if he 
knew them. 

But she thought she could now see that it was Frithjof, her 
schoolfellow of old, who lay there. The boy of fifteen had 
emerged again, as one recovers the oldest picture at the bottom 
of a drawer of old sketches. There he lay, a big boy merely, 
he who had been her companion in the days when they were 
both so yoxmg that neither of them had sense for anything but 
their own unrest, and they had both been full of anxiety and 
impatience in the face of something which they expected to open 
its doors to them — ^life, no doubt. And now it was death. 

All the rest was bitterly real enough ; every single day they 
had lived since that time was just as real and inescapable as 
eveiything else that the sun shines on every day of our lives. 
And what is once done cannot be helped ; nothing can be un- 
done of all that takes place here on earth. But outside this earth 
is infinite space, before which hangs the veil of day. And as 
she stood here she felt overwhelmingly certain that there was 
something, as real and as invisible as are the stars in broad day- 
light, and that it was the same for all four of them, the mother 
and son here who were parts of each other’s substance, and the 
old couple who were so infinitely one, and she herself and this 
man to whom she had been married through an error — ^it was 
God alone who really was the same for them all, of that she was 
just as sure as that there was not a thing they looked upon with 
their individual eyes that was the same for any of them. There 
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was something beyond time and the day, in which youth and 
childhood and old age are one, though here they cross each other 

like the pattern of a woven fabric 

Jens Braato squeezed her arm against his side, 

‘‘ He doesn’t feel anything,” he whispered, as he led Ida 
Elisabeth back to her chair by the door. It looks so painful, 
but they themselves don’t suffer at all — so Sommervold said 
when Merete died.” 

From time to time Sister Tonetta glided in on noiseless shoes, 
went up to the bed, over which the mother was bending, and 
attended to the dying man, taking a look at him as she did so. 
She wiped his forehead and moistened his lips with a dab of 
cotton-wool. The painful gasping sound was changing, it broke 
off at times and began again, differently. — 

It was getting lighter and lighter behind the blinds. Jens 
Braato sat motionless by the window, sunk in his great overcoat, 
with the collar turned up. He no longer loomed as a mere black 
mass ; a pale morning light touched his fiat cheeks and the 
smooth bent ridge of lus nose ; his coat showed faintly grey. 
Ida Elisabeth got up and stole across to him on tip-toe. 

“ Father-in-law, don’t you think you ought to move } It must 

be fearfully cold for you sitting here 

Jens Braato gave a start. He must have been dozing. He 
shook himself once and passed his hand over his withered mane. 
Then he got up, stiffly. 

He let his daughter-in-law lead him out into the parlour. It 
was quite light outside, they saw, on entering this uncurtained 
room. In the sky a few light clouds were flushed with the 
approaching sxmrise. 

The steatite stove still held a little warmth, she felt as she 
put a hand on it. She made Jens Braato stand with his back 
to it. 

“ Well, well, little Ida,” he said in a hushed voice. You 
have been through it yourself, poor child. But all the same, two 
grown-up children, at their most promising age, I don’t think 

you can realize what that means 

“ No.” She put her hand in his, as he held it out, and then 
he laid his other hand upon it and stood patting it. 

“ You’re a good girl, Lisa, you always have been. — And you 
mustn’t think we have any reproaches to make, my dear child. 
Poor unhappy Frithjof — ^we understand that you must have felt 
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wounded to the very heart. But for all that the blow fell heaviest 
on himself, Ida Elisabeth, you may take my word for it.^' 

Ida Elisabeth shook her head slightly — ^she did not know why. 
It was all poor and blank enough ; here she was with his father 
and his mother at the bedside of Frithjof who was dying, and 
they had nothing in common but bare naked life. They were 
alive, and they would all die — ^it was Frithjof’s turn first, but it 
would be the turn of all of them one day. All those things by 
which people make something of their lives — ^love, work, respon- 
sibility, they were and always would be big enough things — only 
just to-night a light, or perhaps a darkness, seemed to lie upon 
all that, so that the forms and colours which make one human 
life different from another disappeared, and she felt that the bare 
stuff each was given to fashion his own life with, was like clay 
one grasps in the dark. The life which one was given to have 
and to use — ^not such a terribly long time before one must give 
it up again and die. — 

There was a little sofa by the stove, and Jens Braato seated 
himself on it and drew her down beside him. His eyes closed 
again almost at once, and Ida Elisabeth found her own thoughts 
getting tangled with tiredness, and then she woke up again and 
saw that they were a little nearer sunrise — ^and then she was on 
the point of falling asleep again, and started up on seeing her 
mother-in-law in the doorway, weeping. And she guessed that 
now Frithjof was dead. 

The sun was high in the sky and the roofs had already begun 
to drip when at last they were ready to leave the sanatorium, 
Jens Braato crept first into the car ; he looked utterly worn 
out. 

“ I think I’d rather walk home,’^ said Ida Elisabeth ; and 
get some fresh air. Vm rather tired — ^and you know, there’ll 
be a good deal to arrange.” 

But then I’ll walk too.” Borghild Braato put her arm 
through Ida Elisabeth’s. ‘‘ I believe Lisken is right — ^it will do 
one good to walk a little, on such a fine morning 

Jens Braat5 got on his feet, resigned — ^his face seemed begging 
to be left in peace. 

No, no, father-in-law — you’re to drive. And try to get a 
little sleep as soon as you’re home.” 

The car drove off. Arm in arm the two women started to 
walk down the birch avenue, where water was beginning to seep 
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into the wheel-ruts, and the crust of ice cracked under the foot 
with a moist squishy sound. 

Poor Jens/' said Borghild. “ He's not so young as he was 
— ^well, you must have noticed that already. He no longer has 
his old elasticity for meeting the blows of fortune. Thari God, 
I am tougher — can ward off the worst of them from him in 
the years to come/' 

Ida Elisabeth gave her arm a little squeeze. 

The sky was still cool and pale blue, and there was a silvery 
morning gleam on white stems and budding twigs. The snow 
lay crisp and fresh with night frost in the shade, but in the sun 
there was a gentle trickling and dripping from the edge of the 
hollow drifts, and a subdued gurgling of running water deep 
under snow and ice. The roar of the river sounded far away 
and hushed. — ^But in a few hours it would be as dazzling and 
warm as yesterday when they went up to see him, with tree-tops 
like flames against the dark blue sky, and the valley full of steamy 
mist and the murmtir of the river and sound of running water 
on every side, and from the forest and fields voluptuous little 
sighs of the sinking snow. 

All the time she saw before her Frithjof's face, as it had ap- 
peared after he was laid out. Handsome, in an incredible way 
— and young, altogether young. Not that she deluded herself 
that it was a Frithjof whom she had ever known, or that beneath 
his nature and manner she had divined this beauty which was 
like the remoteness of youth, unapproachable and pure. It was 
merely incomprehensible and mysterious, what she saw in Frith- 
jof's dead face. But perhaps it was like a vision of something 
he was meant to be, or would become — ^perhaps one sees a glimpse 
of what a person is destined for in the brief while after he is 
dead, before corruption has begun to destroy the husk he has 
worn out. For she had seen it before, this radiant and startling 
beauty which some corpses exhibit for a little while. But Frith- 
jof, Frithjof with the black hymn-book under his chin and his 
hands clasped on his breast, it was more incomprehensible than 
anything she had seen, that he was so beautiful. 

“ He looked so sweet and peaceful," said the mother. She 
was weeping all the time, but quietly and simply, ‘‘ It is hard 
for us who are left. But good for him whose struggles are at 
an end." 

Perhaps. Or perhaps it is just now that his struggles are 
beginning— now that he is freed from all that kept him from 
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making any struggle in this life. All that talk about purgatory 
and so on — ^perhaps that is where he has gone now, to a place 
where he may learn to understand, to lov^ and fight, and that 
is what makes him radiant, almost as though triumphant. Per- 
haps that is what happens to us when we are dead — ^that we get 
to understand, and though it may be painful, that is the way 
out of the mists into clarity — ^how do I know ? But under- 

standing, that must be the best of all, for love itself fails simply 
because we understand too little. 

“ Oh yes.” Her mother-in-law sighed. “ You may be sure, 
Lisken, papa and I wish so much we could have taken him home 
with us. So that he might rest by the side of Little Merete and 
Jen’s father and mother. Where we shall all be gathered to- 
gether one day. Not far from Solvi either — ^little Solvi whom 
he loved so unspeakably ! ” 

“ But his boys are living here, you know ” She felt 

ashamed at saying it. But she could not offer to send Frithjof’s 
coffin back with them to Vallerviken. It was now broad day- 
light ; she was forced to think once more of how she was to find 
means for all that had to be done. All her reserves were spent ; 
before she was through with the funeral expenses she would have 
to borrow something from Carl’s bank account. 

‘‘ Yes, of course,” said Borghild Braato resignedly. “ There 
may be a good deal in favour of it. Frithjof was a grown-up 
man, it would be reasonable enough for him to lie where his own 
family are living. — Well, I suppose you will go into mourning 
for him too, Lisken — ^now that you were reconciled at the last.” 

Ida Elisabeth nodded. Yes, she could quite well do that. 
She had to get herself a new everyday dress anyhow ; she might 
just as well choose black and wliite, for instance. 

Borghild Braato went on talking — ^and all the time she was 
weeping quietly — ^about all the things they had to arrange, and 
Ida Elisabeth replied, suggesting how they might best do it. 
And meanwhile she was thinking all the time of how strangely 
death had changed Frithjof. 

The boys were in the sitting-room. She had telephoned from 
the sanatorium ; they were not to go to school. The divan was 
still in disorder, as she bad left it on springing out of bed last 
night. She saw it and at the same time she saw the children’s 
faces, as their grandmother enclosed them in a wide embrace, 
while her tears overcame her again. 
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‘‘ Poor dears — so small, and to be left fatherless so soon. Yes, 
it’s hard ” 

Little Tryggve instantly burst into tears, and Carl stiffened ; 
his face was pale and he looked at his mother as though seeking 
her help. Ida Elisabeth crossed the room and freed her sons 
— ^she put her arms round them and gave each of them a rapid 
little kiss on the cheek. 

“ Where’s grandfather, Carl ? ” 

“ He went in and lay down at once 

Ida Elisabeth whispered in his ear : wouldn’t he be a good 
boy and go into the kitchen and put on a kettle ? She set to 
work putting the room in order. Borghild Braato sat in the 
rocking-chair with Tryggve in her lap. He put up with it for 
a while, but then he asked if he might get down — 

“ Mother — ^mayn’t I go out now ? ” 

Wait till you’ve had breakfast,” 

Ragnhild has given us something to eat,” Carl explained. 

“ Oh, I see. Then you may go if you like. But go quietly, 
so as not to wake grandfather.” 

Borghild also thought she would go in and try to get a little 
rest, when they had breakfasted. Ida Elisabeth was summoned 
to the telephone — ^it was the milliner’s in town, which was send- 
ing up some black hats on approval. On coming back to the 
sitting-room she guessed that his grandmother had been telling 
Carl how beautiful his father looked in death. 

“ And this afternoon I think we shall all go up to him again, 
with flowers. And you boys will come too, won’t you ? — You 
mustn’t think there is an3^hing uncanny in it, Kalleman ; he is 
so beautiful as he lies there.” Ida Elisabeth saw how the child 
stiffened again. 

After this Borghild Braato went into her own room. Without 
looking at the boy Ida Elisabeth said in an even tone : 

“ What your grandmother was saying juk now — about going 
up to the sanatorium to see your father — you understand, you 
needn’t unless you wish it.” 

She heard the boy stirring. Then suddenly he was beside 
her, threw himself into her arms, sobbing violently. 

His mother stood with her arn^ aroimd him. The thin boyish 
frame was shaking with sobs. 

“ There, there, Carl. You know you needn’t go if you don’t 
want to.” 
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Yes, but I do want to, mother,” he muttered in a smothered 
voice. 

Not unless you like.” She held him closer. 

‘‘ I — don’t like He sndiFed once or twice. But I will 

go, all the same,” 

Ida Elisabeth felt how the boy drew himself taut as it were, 
and a flood of joy or relief came over her. What it was that 
was stirring in the child’s mind she did not know — ^nor would 
she ever have dared to ask. But she felt, as a purely physical 
sensation through her hands embracing the boy, that he was in 
process of growing. What had been taking place in him all this 
last year she did not know, but in any case it had caused his 
character to expand and develop and put out new shoots. And 
although she recalled Frithjof’s dead face as a sort of token that 
perhaps the incomprehensible would not always remain incom- 
prehensible, it yet sent a warm wave of relief through her to see 
this boy here growing up ; he would one day be a grown man, 
for good and evil. He would have his own difficulties to struggle 
with in life, but it is a fortunate thing in itself to be man enough 
to face them 

“ If you like,” she said as simply as before, ‘‘ you and I can 
go up there together. I have some things to do in the village 
afterwards. If you like I can go up to The Hill with you first ? ” 

Carl shook his head resolutely. 

“ I would rather go alone. — ^I can start out with you, then we 
can go together as far as the turning.” 

You must do as you please, of course.” She stroked his hair 
again and again. ‘‘ What your grandmother says is true ” — she 
stroked his cheek lightly. Your father looks very handsome. 
He was never so handsome while he was alive. It is quite 
wonderful 

Carl thought for a moment. 

“ Well, but I would rather go up to him alone, mother.” 

‘‘ Do as you please, then.” His mother kissed him on the 
forehead. “ Of course, you must do as you please about that. 
For you’re a big boy now, Carl.” 
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